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Ifielempest 


Full  Fathom  five  thy  father  lies; 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 
Both  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 
Hark!  Now  I  hear  them.  Ding-dong,  bell! 

William  Shakespeare,  The  Tempest, 
Act  I,  Scene  II 
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for  Caivim  The  'Driver  of  Qreyhound  (Busses 

"Hew  Jort^Ciiy  to  "Washington,  <D.C. 


Calvin  boards  the  bus 
his  grey  uniform  ironed 
his  trousers  creased  precisely 

his  fine  gray  cotton  gloves 
spotless  as  he  slides  them  on 
banters  with  the  boarding  passengers. 

This  highway  is  familiar  to  him. 

He  says  he's  been  driving  for  years 
knows  every  rut  and  pothole 
on  this  midnight  run 

he  neither  speaks  too  often 
nor  too  little 

his  voice  bears  the  same  dignity 
as  his  carriage 

lending  grace  to  this  conveyance 
filled  with  those  who  travel 
in  the  dark 

heading  for  a  better  place 
or  at  least  a  different  one. 

Two  men  in  the  back  seat 
rock  in  their  altered  dreams. 

A  blind  woman 
and  her  granddaughter 
share  a  pungent  orange. 
One  young  man  in  jeans 
slouches  by  the  window 
the  seat  next  to  him 
remains  empty. 

He  wears  skull  earrings 
empty  eye  sockets  stare 
from  his  t-shirt 

Jacfene  Jelina  Stevens 


the  smell  of  homelessness 
surrounds  him. 

Two  old  men  trade  jokes 

soft  humor 

pages  of  the  newspaper. 

The  woman  in  the  front  seat 
talks  incessantly,  tells  Calvin 
he  reminds  her  of  Cleavon  Little. 

The  young  man  with  the  skull  earrings 
bends  low  to  smell  the  shoeless  foot 
sleek  in  its  nylon,  of  a  sleeping  woman. 

Calvin  waits  until  our  next  stop 

drops  the  man's  backpack  beside  him  on  the  pavement 

and  drives  away. 

Calvin  like  Charon  never  loses  his 
concentration 

on  these  journeys 

as  we  each  move  toward 
the  already  familiar  places 
of  our  dreams 

ticket  holders 

with  anticipated  destinations 

willing,  for  these  few  hours 
as  our  dull  bones  settle 
into  the  cushions 

to  let  Calvin  guide  us 

across  the  rivers  we  cannot  see 

but  know  are  there 

trusting  him 

to  get  us  to  the  station  in  time 

to  make  our  next  connection... 


Trip  to  the  Thi  Tfieta  2(appa  Convention 

in  Washington,  £).C. 

1996 


Note:     The  [mythic]  ferryman  was  Charon  and  those  he  would  not  admit  to  his  boat  were  the  unfortunates  who  had  not 
been  buried.  They  were  doomed  to  wander  aimlessly  for  a  hundred  years,  with  never  a  place  to  rest  in  (227).  Charon  ferries 
the  souls  of  the  dead  across  the  water  to  the  farther  bank,  where  stands  the  adamantine  gate  to  Tartarus.  Tartarus  was 
sometimes  used  as  a  name  for  the  underworld. 

Charon  will  receive  into  his  boat  only  the  souls  of  those  upon  whose  lips  the  passage  money  was  placed  when  they  died  (39)- 


"Edith  Hamilton,  Mythology 


The,  Strange  Qiant 


It  was  the  first  time  I  had  driven  a  car  off  Nantucket  by  myself.  I  crept  silently  into  the  parking  lot  to  the  Dunkin 
Donuts  down  the  street  from  my  aunt's  house.  The  only  sound  was  the  low  humming  of  the  six-cylinder  engine.  My  mother 
had  let  me  take  the  car  as  well  as  my  little  brother.  The  purpose  was  to  surprise  the  family  with  donuts  and  fresh  brewed 
French  vanilla  coffee.  That  was  the  day  I  saw  him  walk  in  front  of  the  car. 

It  seemed  as  though  a  giant  crossed  my  path.  I  sat  there  and  watched  this  approximately  six  foot  six  inch  man,  who 
must  have  weighed  300  pounds  walk  right  in  front  of  my  car  without  any  acknowledgment  as  to  who  I  was.  With  slight 
hesitation  I  rolled  down  the  window  and  shouted  in  the  giant's  direction,  watching  impatiently  every  second  to  see  his  reaction. 
As  he  turned  around,  I  saw  the  squint  of  his  eyes  followed  by  the  astonishment  in  his  face. 

Barely  recognizing  his  own  daughter,  he  walked  over  to  the  car;  there  he  found  his  now  seventeen-year-old  kid  sitting 
in  the  driver's  seat.  No  words  followed,  at  least  none  with  any  true  meaning  behind  them.  Just  the  "how  are  you's"  and  "nice  to 
see  you's"  that  every  person  says  to  a  stranger. 

There  I  was,  seventeen,  and  seeing  the  one  person  I  had  spent  my  whole  life  trying  to  know,  only  to  realize  there  was 
nothing  there  to  know.  One  of  the  only  people  in  the  world  that  was  supposed  to  know  me  knew  nothing  about  me.  My  own 
father  did  not  and  could  not  recognize  me  in  a  crowd  of  faces. 

Four  years  now,  that  was  the  last  time  I  saw  him.  The  one  person  missing  at  every  birthday,  Christmas,  and 
most  important  to  me,  my  graduation.  Too  many  people  depended  on  him  to  be  there  for  his  daughter. 

As  he  walked  away,  the  giant  configuration  got  smaller  and  became  more  a  figment  of  my  imagination.  It 
becomes  more  a  story  than  a  reality.  A  fairy  tale  in  sorts  in  which  there  is  no  ending.  Still  it  exists  only  in  my  dreams  that 
know  this  man.  Often  I  see  him  staring  back  at  me  in  the  mirror,  a  constant  reminder  that  this  story  has  no  end. 


At  least  not  yet. 


'Brimne  Lauder 


Brianna  Kochick 

Untitled 

Monotype 


'Worlds 


For  a  few  fleeting  moments  in  time 

We  knew  each  other  well 

Sunny  summer  afternoons  we  walked  and  talked 

Like  life-long  friends 

Warm,  breezy  August  nights  we  kissed  and  embraced 
Like  eternal  lovers 

I  saw  it  as  a  segment  with  a  start  and  a  finish 
You  saw  it  as  an  entity;  with  personality  and  motive 

I  didn't  intend  to  be  a  fixture  in  your  life 

I  came  to  instruct  you  in  your  growth 

You  had  to  feel  and  I  chose  to  allow  it 
You  had  to  experience  and  I  became  the  emotion 
You  had  to  know,  you  had  to  see  what  I  was 
You  had  to  let  these  strange  hands  touch  you 

Once  again  I  must  climb  the  jagged  cliffs 

To  hear  the  gull's  lonely  cry 

I  cannot  give  my  life  to  you 

My  love  is  a  fragment 

Just  one  of  many  refracted  colors 

Bright  and  pure,  but  plural  in  essence 

I  love  many  as  they  love  me 

My  life  is  not  like  yours,  as  you  love  deeply 

Only  one. 

Maybe  it  was  fate  that  placed  you  in  your  world 

And  me  in  this 

Or  that  misfortune  placed  these  worlds  in  us. 


Jeanne  !Herou^ 


Marie  Pescatello 

Untitled 

Monotype 


Coffin  <Hails 


I  will  not  have  one  on  the  way  to  work.  As  I  shower,  I  remind  myself  I  can  smell  this  good  all  day  if  I  just  don't  have  a 
cigarette.  I  recently  added  raspberry  exfoliating  scrub  and  grapefruit  body  wash  to  my  shower  routine:  the  better  I  smell  when 
I  walk  out  of  the  house,  the  less  likely  I  am  to  light  up. 

Sometimes  I  play  tricks  on  myself  -  take  one  cigarette  out  of  the  pack  and  bring  that  with  me,  but  don't  smoke  it  until 
the  end  of  work  for  the  day;  drag  on  an  unlit  cigarette  for  five  minutes  before  I  really  have  to  grab  for  the  lighter;  hold  the 
cigarette  in  my  opposite  hand  so  it  will  feel  awkward  and  maybe  I  won't  enjoy  it;  never  smoke  in  the  house  unless  Timmy  and 
John  come  over.  Tricks  haven't  been  working  lately.  I  get  so  pissed  at  myself.  Am  I  really  that  weak? 

My  car  stinks.  My  clothes  stink.  My  hair  and  hands  smell  evil.  On  my  lunch  break  I  call  1-800-Try-To-Stop,  or  is  it  2-Stop 
-  there's  too  many  numbers  either  way.  Finally  I  get  through,  and  the  guy  on  the  other  end  is  so  nice.  He's  looking  up  names 
and  numbers  of  groups  I  can  contact  in  my  area.  I'm  thanking  him  as  my  voice  quivers,  my  vision  blurs,  my  throat  tightens. 
As  I  fold  my  body  over  the  counter,  I  sob  so  hard  I  have  to  take  three  short,  quick  breaths  to  get  air.  Never  in  my  life  did  I  think  I 
would  break  down  and  call  for  help.  I'm  angry  at  everything  and  everyone:  the  first  person  who  started  to  smoke,  the  cigarette 
corporations,  the  friends  who  gave  me  that  first  cigarette,  at  the  world,  at  myself. 

Going  to  Amy  for  hypnotherapy  helps.  She  gives  me  pamphlets  and  puts  positive  thoughts  in  my  head.  Never 
does  she  have  a  harsh  word  -  just  more  suggestions  and  helpful  hints.  I  see  her  religiously  once  a  week.  I  quit  for  a 
month  and  feel  great.  I'm  proud  of  myself  and  think  this  will  be  the  start  of  a  healthier  new  me.  I  go  on  vacation  and 
travel  with  a  smoker.  I  want;  I  need;  I  have  to  have  a  cigarette.  My  hands  feel  unoccupied,  my  whole  body  the  epitome 
of  tension.  I  bum  a  cigarette.  There's  no  going  back  except  to  start  the  whole  quitting  process  over  again. 

I'm  a  full-time  smoker  again.  I  constantly  bite  the  cuticles  around  my  nails  when  I'm  not  smoking.  I  loathe  cigarettes. 
They  consume  my  day.  I  feel  sluggish  and  sad  every  time  I  think  of  the  impact  they  have  on  my  body,  but  still  I  smoke.  Quitting 
is  constantly  in  the  back  of  my  head.  No  one  can  think  about  one  particular  thing  each  and  every  day  as  much  as  I  do  about 
kicking  the  habit.  "Just  do  it,"  they  say.  "Get  off  my  back  and  piss  off,"  is  what  I  say.  It's  just  not  that  easy. 

In  my  head,  I  hear  the  voice  of  my  mother:  "You  should  have  pretty  pink  lungs."  All  I  think  now  is  that  mine  must  be 
charcoal  briquettes. 


Ann  !M.  Murphy 


Greg  Thomas 

Shattered  (Dreams 

Charcoal 


Miw&ys 


a  simple,  small  house 
close  by  to  the  sea, 
dune's  sandy  paths 
lead  down  to  shore's  edge. 

within,  yellow  flames 
lick  at  dry  firewood, 
two  lifelong  soulmates 
look  into  the  hearth. 

though  pelting  white  snow 
falls  from  leaden  sky, 
this  aging  cottage 
till  snug  and  secure. 

beach  roses  dormant, 
awaiting  spring  sun, 
crystal  sands  pristine 
beneath  winter's  hand. 

blue  seas  have  turned  black 
at  moon  tide's  advance, 
while  two  dear  lovers 
quietly  converse. 

ocean's  wild  beauty 
the  pair  notice  not, 
entwined  in  embrace, 
their  love  more  pressing 

they  hope  to  grow  old 
together  through  years, 
of  happy  laughter, 
and  sad,  troubling  times. 

while  passion's  sweet  fire 
burns  bright  in  their  eyes, 
two  spirits  are  joined, 
welded,  for  always. 


%  5.  'Ballard 


A  Smite  the  "Wortd^greiij  Saw 


"Does  that  kid  ever  smile?"  Dad  asked.  Moments  before, 
my  best  friend  had  stood  in  my  parent's  living  room. 
Shuffling  from  foot  to  foot  with  his  eyes  on  the  floor  and 
green  army  bag  slung  low  about  his  side,  he  muttered, 
"Great  to  see  you." 

To  those  who  did  not  know  him,  he  seemed  the  picture  of 
insecurity.  That  was  his  shell.  That  dour  face  the  world  saw 
belied  the  playful  child  who  lay  just  beneath  the  surface 
along  with  a  depth  of  artistic  beauty;  I  would  feel  at  times 
like  a  shallow  imitation  in  his  company.  In  those  days,  we 
were  inseparable.  Mostly,  I  reveled  in  the  secrecy  of  our 
friendship.  The  world  meant  little  to  us  other  than 
something  to  escape  from. 

I  was  nineteen  that  summer,  returning  home  from  a 
successful  sojourn  that  had  taken  me  around  the  country;  I 
felt  invincible.  Traveling  in  an  old  van  with  long  dreadlocks, 
I  had  begun  to  take  offence  at  the  "hippie"  comments  aimed 
in  my  direction.  With  youthful  self-righteousness,  I 
denounced  pot  smoking  and  the  Dead  and  chose  to  wear 
dark  clothing:  a  self-proclaimed  member  of  the 
disenfranchised. 

Naturally,  we  gravitated  to  one  another,  as  if  our 
peripheral  orbit  around  the  scene  sent  us  on  our  collision 
course.  Techno  boy  and  nature  boy,  we  laughed  at  our 
seeming  incompatibility.  I  can't  really  speak  for  him,  but  I 
felt  young.  I  knew  little  of  his  history;  it  wasn't  spoken  of. 
In  reflection,  I  see  the  deepest  pain  of  a  child  who  never  got 
to  be  a  child.  Maybe,  he  was  caught  somewhere  in  limbo. 

We  drank  too  much,  didn't  really  think  about  it.  I  drank 
because  the  poetry  seemed  clearer  when  I  lived  life  with  the 
reckless  abandon  of  a  beatnik.  I  think  it  was  more  serious 
for  him. 

That  summer  we  met  two  girls  and  became  a 
quartet.  Little  changed.  He  rented  an  apartment.  We 
laughed  at  his  inability  to  stay  there  alone,  amidst  the  art 
and  the  bottles.  To  me  insomnia  was  some  abstract  idea, 
just  part  of  his  poetry.  Behind  me  I  had  a  family.  I  had  all 
the  love  and  support  one  could  ask  for.  He  was  alone.  I 
spent  my  days  climbing  trees,  constructing  elaborate 
shrines  in  the  woods.  He  spent  his  day  in  the  produce 
section  of  the  local  supermarket  working  to  pay  the  rent. 
Staying  up  late  into  the  night,  he  would  draw  me  into  a 
world  of  techno/keyboard  music.  I  in  turn,  I  would  play 


Coltrane,  attempting  to  lure  him  into  the  world  of  the  beats. 
I  loved  him,  saw  him  as  the  embodiment  of  art  in  his  white 
button  down  shirt  or,  to  prove  his  unconcern  for  style,  a 
bright  blue  Star  Market  shirt. 

He  was  the  adult.  He  would  lecture  me  to  "keep  it  down," 
for  the  landlords.  I  laughed  louder,  as  he  shook  his  finger  at 
me  before  succumbing  to  the  moment. 

Then  he  was  alive.  He  was  creating  beauty.  Art  loved  him. 
Ectomorphic  with  a  shock  of  blond,  except  when  dyed 
black,  his  charismatic  melancholy  face  shone  as  he  played 
his  keyboards,  saturating  the  air.  There  in  the  glow  of  red 
and  blue  light  bulbs,  we  made  music. 

His  art  littered  the  floor:  gun  toting,  naked  ladies  battling 
aliens;  dark  faces  with  intricate  gears,  images  and 
structures  behind  their  eyes;  his  sketches  were  entrance  into 
his  world. 

Solidarity  became  our  ambition.  We  talked  of  travel. 
We  ran  around  our  seaport  town  of  Woods  Hole,  hiding 
from  people,  laughing  in  the  dark  at  our  own  paranoia. 
We  traveled  the  world  over  without  ever  leaving 
familiar  haunts. 

Time  was  of  little  concern;  we  gave  little  thought  to  the 
chance  that  things  might  change.  And  then  they  did.  I 
walked  into  the  wrong  crowd  with  all  my  confidence  and 
woke  up  in  the  hospital.  My  friend  had  sat  with  me  all  night 
and  in  the  morning  the  doctors  said  I  would  make  it. 
Always  the  responsible  one,  he  had  already  gone  to  work. 

Winter  came.  I  stayed  in  my  room,  watched  the  leaves  fall 
and  the  green  fade  away.  Only  on  rare  occasion  would  I 
allow  myself  to  be  persuaded  to  leave  my  room.  It  was  the 
turning  point. 

I  healed  with  the  magic  of  time.  I  was  a  different  person 
with  my  youth  somewhere  to  the  west  waiting  to  be 
recovered.  I  left,  determined  to  face  the  world  alone.  When  I 
came  back  a  year  later,  he  had  moved.  Now,  he  was 
working  in  the  produce  section  of  a  supermarket  in  Boston. 

We  see  one  another  less  and  less.  The  obstacles  we  face 
are  not  shared  anymore.  I  think  of  him  with  sadness  and 
wonder  if  he  does  the  same. 

Caleb  Lzech 


Stfence 


The  hum  of  a  furnace 
Deep  in  the  night. 

A  smoldering  log 
Crackles  into  flame. 

A  lover's  heart  beat 
Even  and  strong. 

A  lonely  foghorn 
Cries  out  its  warning. 

The  sigh  of  a  breeze 
Whispers  through  tall  grass. 

The  echo  of  waves 

In  their  procession  through  time. 

The  ceaseless  chatter 
Of  an  idle  mind. 


Theresa  <M.  Sprcyue 


Loss  of  a  Sister 


I  look  at  your  boxes  and  trash  bags  packed  up,  stacked  up  in  the  living  room.  Your  social  worker  stands  above  me 
hands  on  her  hips  surveying  the  mountains  of  plastic  packages,  which  float  on  our  blue  carpet  like  so  many  icebergs.  "All  this?" 
she  asks,  surprised  by  the  amount  of  stuff  you  have  managed  to  accumulate  in  the  past  few  years.  I  can  almost  understand  her 
reaction  because  most  of  the  foster  kids  who  come  through  these  doors  have  only  a  few  bags.  They  move  around  too  much  to 
really  settle  anywhere.  I  am  surprised  by  how  little  you  have.  Two  years  you  have  lived  here,  my  sister.  One  year  eleven  months 
longer  than  most  of  the  other  kids  to  come  into  my  life  through  the  system.  The  memories  hopes  and  dreams  we  built  in  this 
time  turned  out  made  brittle  as  icicles,  shattered  in  but  hours. 

Your  social  worker  bends  down  and  grasps  one  of  your  bags  with  a  sigh  bespeaking  age  far  greater  than  the  lines  on 
her  face  tell  of.  I  go  over  to  your  clear  plastic  shelf  that  has  made  its  home  in  your  closet  for  as  long  as  we  lived  here.  I  bend 
and  hold  it  by  the  lip  across  the  top.  I  lift  up,  straining  to  get  it  up  off  the  floor.  It  smashes  to  the  floor  as  the  lid  leaps  off,  still  in 
my  hands.  I  reach  out  blindly  to  stop  it  from  tipping.  As  I  look  closer  at  your  dresser,  I  realize  that  though  I  thought  it  was  a 
single  solid  firm  piece,  it  is  actually  set  up  more  like  an  outdoor  plastic  picnic  table,  easily  taken  apart  and  packed  away  stacked 
away  into  a  car  and  out  the  door.  My  dresser  is  made  of  oak.  Given  to  me  by  my  mother,  it  was  the  same  dresser  that  she  and 
my  father  first  got  when  they  were  married.  I  am  amazed  that  even  after  two  years  of  stability,  you  still  have  no  real  furniture. 
There  is  nothing  solid  and  permanent  like  I  have. 

The  car  door  slams  outside.  I  feel  nothing.  I  don't  think  I  was  always  this  numb.  I  remember  when  the  social 
workers  would  bring  a  new  girl  to  our  house  I  used  to  try  to  make  friends.  I  used  to  try  and  make  them  feel  at  home.  1 
got  them  coffee  or  tea,  or  eggs:  I  make  killer  eggs.  There  is  a  girl  in  my  house  now;  she  has  been  living  with  us  for  over  a  week. 
I  learned  her  name  today.  It's  Christine,  if  anyone  cares.  I  remember  now  because  she  is  moving  into  your  room,  before  your 
things  have  even  made  their  way  out  the  door,  she  had  moved  in.  That  is  the  way  foster  care  works.  There  are  not  enough 
homes  especially  for  teenage  girls  like  you.  You  will  be  placed  tonight  in  some  random  home.  Tomorrow,  instead  of  school,  you 
will  spend  your  day  in  the  D.S.S.  office  in  Yarmouth.  A  disgusting  depressing  building  that  some  fool  decided  to  aptly  paint  puke 
yellow.  It  is  right  off  Route  28.  This  way  you  can  sit  and  watch  the  people  with  places  to  go  rush  about  their  lives.  Working  to 
support  their  children.  Going  home  for  a  bite  to  eat  at  lunch.  Driving  home  for  dinner  to  talk  about  school  or  work  with  their 
families. 

Your  social  worker  will  be  trying  to  find  you  a  family.  At  the  end  of  the  day  you  will  be  lucky  if  she  has  found  you  a  bed 
through  the  hotline.  Hotline  placements  are  nightly  placements  where  you  sleep  in  a  home  and  leave  the  next  morning.  There 
is  no  place  for  you.  Not  now  -maybe  in  a  few  weeks  someone  will  have  room  for  you,  but  not  now.  There  are  no  openings  in 
any  of  the  homes  at  the  moment.  That  is  what  they  are:  openings  placements,  space  to  fit  a  warm  body  named  Crystle.  They 
won't  know  your  name  though;  you  will  just  be  the  new  girl.  That  girl,  not  Crystle;  not  like  I  know  you. 

After  a  few  weeks  of  this  transient  life,  you,  who  never  did  well  in  school,  will  be  so  far  behind  it  will  be  too  late  for 
you.  You  will  be  repeating  your  freshman  year  of  high  school.  You  will  be  in  a  new  town  starting  over  all  over  again  building 
more  memories  to  shatter  in  a  moment's  anger.  You  didn't  do  your  chore.  We  all  have  chores  in  this  house,  every  last  one  of  us. 
You  were  grounded  from  using  the  phone.  You  argued,  citing  the  unfairness  of  this  punishment.  "You  know  the  rules,"  my 
biological  mother  said  to  you,  "If  you  don't  like  them,  you  don't  have  to  live  here."  She  never  thought  that  upon  seeing  yourself 
challenged  you  would  take  her  up  on  the  offer.  How  many  people  would  have  traded  their  parents  in  for  someone,  anyone  else, 
during  a  fit  of  teenage  anger.  You  would.  You  did.  It  shouldn't  surprise  me;  I  would  have  done  the  same  thing  at  your  age. 
Where  does  that  leave  you  though  but  sitting  in  the  D.S.S.  office  watching  the  cars  go  by  while  a  new  girl  moves  into  the  room 
you  built  with  my  mother  and  I.  You  put  up  those  walls  she  is  now  putting  her  posters  on. 


I  am  sorry  you  left,  Crystle,  but  one  thing  being  a  biological  child  in  a  foster  home  has  taught  me  is  how  not  to  care.  I 
will  miss  you  but  more  because  things  seem  out  of  place  with  you  gone.  One  gets  used  to  having  things  a  certain  way.  Your 
room  set  up  in  a  certain  arrangement,  for  example.  I  knew  that  when  walked  into  your  room  your  dresser  will  be  in  one  place 
your  bed  another.  When  I  came  home  today  to  find  you  gone,  I  felt  like  I  came  home  to  find  my  room  rearranged.  It  is  strange 
not  having  you  around,  but  I  will  get  used  to  it. 

I  felt  bad  because  you  put  yourself  through  so  many  unneeded  hardships,  but  I  didn't  cry.  I  didn't  hear  your  voice 
booming  at  the  diner  table  or  your  music  blasting  downstairs  tonight.  You  were  just  missing,  whipped  out.  You  no  longer 
existed  as  a  part  of  my  life.  I'll  miss  you,  but  I  will  adjust.  I  already  know  the  girl  Christine's  name.  I  referred  to  your  room  as 
Karen's  room  earlier.  The  room  is  named  according  to  who  has  lived  there  the  longest;  I  guess  that  would  be  Karen  at  two 
weeks.  It  is  too  bad  that  I  lived  with  you  for  over  two  years,  and  yet  I  know  that  we  will  probably  never  speak  again.  I  went  off 
to  school  today  knowing  that  you  and  my  mother  were  fighting,  but  I  never  thought  you  would  be  gone  when  I  came  home 
eight  hours  later.  I  guess  this  is  my  way  of  saying  goodbye  to  you.  Goodbye  Crystle,  you  will  always  be  a  sister  to  me. 


Cottzen  Chace 


Searching  7or  Jour  tfeart 


Arms  to  embrace  me, 

lips  to  caress  me, 

smile  which  melts  my  heart, 

playful  eyes  which  seduce  me,  beckon  me, 

your  laughter  excites  me, 

filling  the  void  with  cheer, 

creating  in  me  a  new  spirit, 

instilling  energy  in  my  soul. 

Your  soft  touch  fascinates  me,  comforts  me, 
encompasses  me  in  a  blanket  of  warmth, 
all  of  your  emotions  vivid  to  my  senses, 
you  are  a  vibrant  light, 
eliminating  my  dreams  and  desires. 

You  alleviate  my  fears, 

when  your  heart  beats  close  to  mine  I  feel  protected, 

I  long  to  be  close  to  you, 

I  want  to  lay  in  your  arms,  breathless,  forever,  eternally. 

Your  strong  hands  guide  me, 

I  am  lost  in  your  gaze, 

blindly  searching  for  a  glimpse  into  your  heart. 


Amie  'Bissonnette. 


Jamity  Matters 


"Hi,  honey . . .  it's  mom,  how  are  you?"  Her  voice  is  bright,  loud,  deliberately  casual. 

My  hand  instinctively  moves  to  my  head,  eyes  closing,  a  Pavlovian  response.  "Hi  mom,"  I  say,  lilting,  practiced. 

She  continues.  "I  was  just  wondering,"  brightness  all  over,  "if  Someone  or  Someone's  wanted  to  come  over  a  play 
for  a  while?"  Pause.  "The  blueberries  are  ripe." 

"No  mom,  we're  fine  today.  Thanks  for  calling."  I  match  her  inch  for  inch,  friendly,  busy,  practical. 

Another  long  pause.  I  briefly  fantasize  about  moving,  moving  far  enough  away  that  this  sort  of  call  won't  be 
possible.  Then  I  smile,  imagining,  "Hi  honey,  I'm  wondering  if  Someone  might  like  to  fly  back  East.  The  blueberries  are 
ripe." 

"Well,"  she  says  with  a  short  sigh  (holding  back  for  later),  "I'm  here  and  I  know  how  hard  it  is  for  you  to  hold  it  all 
together  on  your  own.  You  should  take  advantage  of  me  while  you  can." 

Strike  point:  necessity  dictates  that  I  do  capitulate  at  times  a  fact  that  in  this  moment  makes  me  glance  down  at  the 
children,  shut  my  eyes  and  think,  'just  small  moments,  my  babies,  small  moments  to  prevent  the  big  defeats.'  This  is,  after 
all,  real  life.  I  sigh  myself  now  and  say  dutifully,  sing-song  almost,  "Thank  you  mom  and  I  appreciate  it,  but  we  are  fine  right 
not,  enjoying  a  quiet  afternoon.  I'll  call  if  we  need  you."  It's  like  choking  on  egg.  How  I  wish  he  were  here  to  save  me,  and 
them,  from  these  small  surrenders. 

"Well,  all  right  honey,  you  know  where  I  am  then,"  long  meaningful  sigh,  right  on  cue  and  then  presto  changeo  she 
says,  "But  how  are  you,  honey?"  Big  emphasis  on  the  you,  like  we  are  female  footsoldiers  balancing  the  weight  of  the  world 
between  us  and  smiling  beatifically.  I  stiffen,  wincing  almost  and  respond  quickly. 

"I'm  great  mom,  really  busy.  Gotta  go  now,  but  thanks  for  the  call,"  I  glance  at  the  clock.  I'm  almost  home  free  and, 
as  the  anticipatory  relief  starts  to  kick  in,  I  feel  almost  friendly.  "See  you  later,"  I  add  beneficently. 

She  drags  it  out,  going  for  the  gold,  "All  right  honey . . .  well,  just  so  you  know  I'll  be  here,"  emphasis  on  the  here " 
until  Wednesday,  but  I'll  have  to  run  out  later  this  afternoon  just  for  some  juice  and,  ho,  a  bit  of  cream  for  this  bad  burn  I 
have..."  She  let  it  dangle  there,  hopefully,  a  little  carrot.  Little  does  she  know  I've  read  Codependent  No  More  and  delight  in 
avoiding  these  particular  shoals. 

"Okay  mom,  great.  Good  luck.  See  you  later."  I  roll  my  eyes  and  wink  at  the  kids,  what  the  fuck?  But  she's  back  and 
not  ready  to  let  this  go. 

"I  wish,"  she  snaps  "that  you  wouldn't  keep  the  children  from  me  like  this,"  harsh,  angry  she  starts  and  then 
corrects  herself,  "I  mean,  I'm  only  here  to  help  you  and  I  wish  you  would  feel  free  to  take  advantage  of  me." 

I  take  a  deep  breath.  "Thanks  mom,  I  do,  but  I  don't  need  your  help  right  now.  I'm  happy,  I'm  here,  I'm  home  and 
Barb  will  be  down  this  weekend." 

Tactical  error,  sharp  intake  of  breath. 

"And  how  is  Barb?"  she  asks,  and  in  a  moment  I  suddenly  feel  bad  for  her,  mother  to  mother. 

"Barb's  fine  mom.  She's  doing  great."  I'm  almost  gentle. 

"All  this . . .  stuff  with  Barb."  she  says.  I  can  see  her  hands  move,  pushing  it  all  away,  self-conscious,  measured.  "I 
don't  understand."  she  does  on,  "why  she  needs  to  be  so  angry.  I  mean  I  know  with  you  and  Sue  those  teenage  years  were 
difficult,  but  with  Barb  I  was  different,  it  was  a  different  time."  She  sighs.  "But  I  guess  I'll  manage,  mom  always  manages . . 
."  and  suddenly  she's  got  me.  Bam!  I'm  off,  the  voices  in  my  head  screaming  'No!  Don't  do  it!'  as  I  fall  straight  through  the 
trap  in  the  jungle  floor. 

-he  needs  to  be  angry,  mom?  Those  teenage  years?  What  the  hell  do  you  think  happened  in  there?  Normal 
teeii^         iments?  Fuck.  When  are  you  going  to  deal  with  your  shit  and  realize  what  it  was  to  live  in  our  house?"  I  spin  the 
fin ,        nd  repeat,  "What  it  was  to  live  in  our  house." 


I  glance  at  the  kids.  Sarah  shrugs  and  gives  me  a  thumbs  up.  I  smile,  breathe,  back  on  earth  already.  "Listen  mom,  I'm  sorry, 
I'm  sorry,  that  your  daughter  won't  speak  to  you,  and  I  know  it  must  be  hard  to  face  losing  her,  but  you  have  a  chance  if  you 
want  it,  you  have  a  chance  to  stop  choking  us  with  your  shit  and  just  listen.  I  mean,"  I  say  softly,  "do  you  really  think  children 
want  children  want  to  cut  their  parents  out  of  their  live?  Don't  you  know  what  that  takes?  The  damage  you've  got  to  do?" 

"Yes  Lynn,"  she  says  and  I  can  see  her  rolling  her  eyes,  maybe  even  crossing  herself  as  she  goes  one,  "I  know  where 
'damage  can  be  done,'  but  what  you  don't  know  is  that  I  have  discussed  this  with  Naomi  and  she  says,  'Where  are  the  details 
Diana,  where  is  the  cohesive  timeline?'  and,  "Can  you  really  trust  these  20  and  30  year  old  memories  without  them?  Where  are 
the  facts?'  and  I  have  to  say,"  a  measure,  definitive  sigh,  "I  think  she's  right.  Maybe  you  and  Barb  and  Sue  need  to  just  trust  me 
on  this  one.  After  all,  I  was  there  and  I  have  an  adult  memory. . .  I  just  don't  want  you  girls  wasting  anymore  time  on  this.  After 
all,  Naomi  has  a  Ph.D." 

I  laugh,  really  laugh,  who  do  I  do  this  to  my  self?  "Okay  mom,  okay,"  I  dry  my  eyes,  "but  listen,  I'm  30  and  if  my 
children  ever  came  to  me  with  something  like  this  I  would  be  down  on  my  knees  saying  honey  tell  me  what  happened  to  you, 
tell  me  what  it  was  like  -  it  would  be  about  them,  can't  you  get  that?" 

"That's  just  what  I'm  talking  about  honey,"  she  says,  "I  don't  want  you  spending  your  time  on  these  false  memories 
when  you  could  be  doing  so  much  more.  That's  how  much  I  care  about  you." 

I  smile,  out  of  the  river,  drying  myself  off  and  castigating  myself  for  my  folly.  "Okay,  mom,"  I  answer,  "That's  great," 
I  breathe  again,  "Listen,  the  kids  are  waiting  so  I'm  gonna  run  and  we'll  talk  soon.  Okay?"  I  glance  at  the  clock  as  she  answers, 

All  right  honey.  I  love  you  and  just  call  if  you  need  me.  As  I  said,  those  blueberries  are  ripe." 


Sarah  (Pecfiulqis 


Kv. 


Maureen  Soter 
Txigie. 


Etching 


Commentary  Refund  Qtass 


Acknowledging  fingers  pressed  to  glass 

Look,  but  don't  touch. 

Safe. 

Unquestioning,  charming, 
Curious,  scared, 
Tripping,  tangled. 

Don't  move,  stay  safe, 
Stay,  listen  as  I  talk 
Through  glass. 


MaSeC Sutton 


Mailtufor  Mabds  'Daughter 
Sunset 

Late  afternoon  light 
weighs  heavy  on  her  frailty 
Shade  pulled.  Victory 


<Ma6etSutton 


21  Monster 

Someone  said  once  that  the  end  of  the  world  would  occur        My  cousin  was  one  of  the  people  he  wanted  dead,  and 

at  the  millennium  mark.  The  movie  Terminator  II  predicted  how  convenient  for  the  monster  that  Scott  was  the  one  to 

an  end  to  humans  and  a  time  for  monsters  on  August  19,  pull  him  over.  Bullets  flew  and  Scott,  wounded,  was  unable 

1997.  Ironically,  on  that  day  a  "monster"  let  loose  a  rampage  to  reload  his  gun  and  ran  to  a  nearby  field.  As  he  drew  the 

of  bullets  and  death  in  Colebrook,  New  Hampshire;  the  day  I  fire  away  from  some  children  playing  in  the  parking  lot,  his 

got  my  first  job,  the  day  that  I  had  looked  forward  to  all  back  up,  State  Trooper  Les  Lord  arrived.  Les  didn't  even 

summer,  the  day  my  cousin,  State  Trooper  Scott  E.  Phillips,  have  time  to  shut  off  his  cruiser  as  the  monster  claimed  his 

was  shot  and  killed  in  the  line  of  duty.  That  day,  I  found  out  life,  his  first  victim.  He  turned  and  deliberately  walked  into 

just  how  real  monsters  are.  the  field  where  my  cousin  lay,  looked  him  straight  in  the 

When  I  was  a  little  girl,  I  grew  up  thinking  that  monsters  eye,  and  in  cold  blood  shot  him  nine  times  and  claimed  his 

were  ugly  creatures  from  the  dead  that  hid  under  my  bed  or  second  prize.  For  others  the  nightmare  was  just  beginning, 

in  my  closet.  They  were  there  to  grab  my  feet  if  I  had  to  use  The  monster  went  on  to  kill  judge  Vickie  Burnell,  and 

the  bathroom  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  or  to  show  their  newspaper  editor,  Dennis  Joos,  who  tried  to  save  her,  and 

green  eyes  in  the  darkest  corners  of  my  room.  Their  job  was  injured  more  as  he  made  his  getaway.  He's  dead  now. 

to  scare  me,  and  they  succeeded.  I  would  leap  off  the  bed,  During  the  exchange  of  gunfire,  with  police  and  volunteers, 

clearing  their  reach,  and  run  to  the  safety  of  my  mother.  Drega  caught  a  bullet  in  the  back  of  his  throat,  and  died  on 

She  would  tell  me  it  was  just  my  imagination.  "Think  of  his  own  battlefield.  The  worst  criminal  to  deal  with  is  the 

something  good  and  try  to  go  back  to  sleep."  Sulking,  I  one  who  doesn't  care  whether  he  lives  or  dies,  a 

would  trudge  up  the  stairs  and  stand  at  the  doorway  to  my  monster. 

room,  not  wanting  to  go  in  but  not  wanting  to  tell  my  As  I  look  back  on  that  day  two  questions  arise:  how 

mother  that  she  was  wrong.  So  I  would  count  to  ten,  and  and  why?  What  had  happened  to  this  man  to  make  him  that 

then  run  and  leap,  landing  on  the  bed  with  my  eyes  way?  What  tortured  his  heart  so  much  that  he  became  one 

squished  shut,  I'd  go  to  sleep  even  if  they  wanted  to  come  of  those  green-eyed  monsters  like  the  ones  in  the  corner  of 

and  get  me.  Over  time,  the  leaps  got  shorter,  and  I  realized  my  room? 

that  my  mom  was  right,  there  were  no  monsters  living  Monsters  are  real.  People  can't  just  leap  to  get  away 

under  my  bed,  just  lots  of  dust.  As  I  aged,  I  began  to  feel  because  they  never  know  who  the  monsters  are  or  when 

safer.  However,  I  hadn't  realized  that  monsters  could  be  they  will  appear,  even  in  the  daylight.  This  one  happened  to 

human,  too.  have  the  face  of  a  man,  but  others  have  the  face  of  a  woman 

August  19, 1997  was  a  beautiful  summer  day.  My  cousin,  and  sometimes  even  a  child,  and  that's  what's  scary.  People 

state  trooper  Scott  E.  Phillips,  never  knew  what  awaited  him  never  know  what  will  happen  in  life,  and  those  kinds  of 

as  he  pulled  over  a  truck  for  excessive  rust  at  LaPerle's  surprises,  the  monstrous  kind,  I  can  live  without, 
grocery  store  in  Colebrook,  N.H  The  monster  was  going  to         In  the  movie  Terminator  II,  monsters  were  going  to  rule 

claim  his  first  two  victims.  This  monster  wasn't  the  world.  The  world  didn't  end,  and  the  monsters  didn't 

Frankenstein  or  a  ghost.  This  monster  was  a  person.  He  had  rule  the  world,  but  I  know  that  they  are  among  us.  I've 

a  name,  a  face,  and  a  life,  and  I  couldn't  just  make  him  go  learned  not  to  look  for  them.  I  still  look  for  something  good, 
away  by  squishing  my  eyes  shut.  I  tried.  It  didn't  work. 

His  name  was  Carl  Drega.  He  was  an  average,  middle-aged 
guy  who  lived  by  himself  in  the  mountains.  A  man  who  by 

his  own  hands  took  the  lives  of  four  innocent  people  and  'Elizabeth  SCCIVCT 

injured  more.  A  man  who  had  plans  to  blow  up  Colebrook 
and  take  over  other  towns  as  he  fled.  A  man  who  didn't  care 
whether  he  lived  or  died.  A  man  who  knew  exactly  who  he 
wanted  dead  and  where  to  find  them 


Cathedral 
Polaroid  Emulsion  Transfer 


Old farmer Zigidy 


Old  Farmer  Zigidy 
was  amazingly  crude. 
Asked  Neighbor  Kigidy, 
"What  makes  you  rude?" 

"With  no  love  life,  Kigidy, 
am  I  imbued. 
Piggle  my  higgledy, 
I  thought  you  knewed." 

"Sit  down,"  offered  Zigidy, 
"it's  time  we  reviewed." 
And  he  told  of  the  trigidy 
of  a  woman  named  Jude. 

One  day  in  the  city, 
it  suddenly  snewed. 
Through  the  storm  fought  Zigidy, 
as  the  wind  blewed. 

Then,  from  within  the  frigidity, 
a  gentle  voice  cooed, 
"Come  in  for  a  bitty, 
or  you'll  freeze,  you  old  dude!" 

His  savior  was  a  pretty 
old  bird  named  Jude. 
She  hummed  a  sweet  ditty 
and  gazed  with  eyes  blued. 

"This  is  all  nice,"  said  Kigidy, 
"But  why  are  you  rude?" 
Continued  Zigidy,  "She  was  a  beauty, 
and  she  had  my  gratitude..." 

"We  hit  it  off  swimmin'ly, 
she  sighed  as  I  wooed. 
We  were  wed  in  matriminny 
and  the  rice  was  strewed." 


"Our  first  years  were  giddy, 
and  our  vows  we  renewed..." 
But  alas,  animosity 
gradually  accrued. 

He  came  home  tippedly, 
quite  late  and  quite  stewed. 
"That  ticked  off  the  old  biddy. 
Our  marriage  was  screwed." 

"She  hired  an  attornity, 
and  the  divorce  ensued. 
She  won  by  the  perfidity 
of  some  hotshot,  McKlude." 

Their  ways  they  went  sep'ritly, 
and  further  apart  they  grewed. 
He  wallowed  in  self-pity, 
a  lonely  old  prude. 

"Oh  come  on,"  jeered  Kigidy, 
"you  can't  tell  me  you'd 
blame  your  snitty 
ways  on  her?"  he  booed. 

"You're  crass  and  persnickety 
and  occasionally  lewd. 
But  love  couldn't  poss'bly 
instill  your  attitude!" 

Brimming  with  rage,  Zigidy 
away  Kigidy  shooed. 
That  cur's  insensitiv'ty 
had  ruined  his  mood. 

Later  he  drank  slippedly, 

as  his  dinner  he  brewed, 

and  remarked,  'That  swine,  Kigidy, 

is  amazingly  crude..." 


Stan  Norton 


My  Mammy's  Qonna  Marry  youl 


I  wasn't  your  average  four-year-old;  I  was  always  causing  trouble.  My  mom  called  me  her  little  imp,  or  her  leprechaun. 
"It's  just  us,  you  and  me,"  she  used  to  say,  but  after  spending  her  first  year  of  divorce  alone,  she  was  starting  to  get  back  to  the 
dating  scene,  much  to  my  chagrin,  however.  I  liked  being  just  us,  her  and  I,  and  didn't  see  the  need  for  a  man  in  our  house. 

One  day  in  late  September,  my  mother  and  a  tall  man  picked  me  up  early  from  kindergarten.  Mom  explained  to  my 
teacher  why  she  was  picking  me  up  while  I  eyed  this  man.  He  was  too  tall,  I  decided,  and  had  funny  hair  the  color  of  piecrust 
that  stuck  up  in  different  places.  He  wore  clothes  that  looked  uncomfortable:  long  gray  pants,  a  matching  gray  jacket,  a  white 
shirt  and  a  tie.  As  we  walked  outside,  mom  introduced  us:  "Lindsay,  this  is  one  of  Mommy's  friends,  Tom.  Tom,  this  is  Lindsay." 

He  gave  me  a  big  goofy  smile,  the  type  adults  give  children  when  they  feel  uncomfortable  around  them.  I  already  knew 
about  Tom,  though.  Mom  had  talked  about  him  a  lot  at  home.  She  said  he  played  lots  of  golf,  had  lots  of  money  and  he  had  a 
Porsche. 

"Tom  is  an  attorney,  Honey.  He  brings  the  bad  guys  to  jail!  Isn't  that  exciting?" 

"I'm  Mommy's  princess."  Noticing  the  big  goofy  smile  change  to  a  look  of  bewilderment,  I  set  him  straight.  "Just  so  you 
know." 

I  climbed  into  my  mom's  car  for  a  trip  to  the  grocery  store  and  quietly  listened  to  their  conversation.  Tom  told  my 
Mom  she  had  beautiful  green  eyes  and  she  laughed. 

"I  have  no  secrets,"  she  said. "  I  wear  green  contacts.  My  real  eye  color  is  hazel." 

"No  secrets,  Mom?"  She  whipped  her  head  around  and  gave  me  a  warning  look.  Be  quiet,  the  look  said. 

"Guess  what  Tom?  My  mom's  hair  isn't  really  that  color.  She  dyes  it  because  sometimes  it  gets  gray."  I  leaned  forward  so 
my  head  full  of  blond  ringlets  poked  between  the  front  seats.  "And  guess  what  else  Tom?  My  mommy  says  she's  gonna  marry 
you!" 

Every  one  was  quiet:  the  tension  obvious.  My  mother's  hand  flew  to  her  forehead  as  her  face  crumpled  in  a  wince.  She 
reprimanded  me,  tried  to  explain  that  I  was  only  four  and  didn't  really  mean  what  I  had  said.  Tom  tried  to  be  polite  and  even 
gave  a  little  chuckle,  but  it  was  no  use. 

That  was  the  end  of  Tom. 


Lindsay  Joung 
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The  "Bastard 


The  stinking  stench  of  loneliness 
She  sat  alone  at  the  edge  of  the  dock 

Crying  and  weeping  as  her  tears  fell  into  the  lake,  dropping  driplets  on  the  end  of  her  toes 

A  place  where  they  first  met  and  solemnly  said  their  farewells 

The  Bastard  sat  and  watched  her  from  afar 

He  said  nothing  as  he  sat  in  his  car  on  the  hill,  overlooking  the  lake 

Letting  the  ashes  fall  off  his  but  as  he  turns  the  channel  on  the  radio 

She  gets  up  and  sees  him 

Overlooking  her  body,  he  watches  her  walk  towards  him  slowly 

The  Bastard  has  no  feelings,  yet  desire  overwhelms  him  as  he  sees  the  curves  of  her  body,  and 
her  long  brown  hair  blowing  in  the  wind 

The  sun  goes  down 
She  turns  around 

Nothing  to  say.  it  was  already  said 
Nothing  to  feel,  it  was  already  forgotten 

The  Bastard  turns  on  his  car 
One  last  look  for  both  ex-lovers 

She  walks  the  other  way 
He  leaves  and  it  is  done 

The  Bastard  lost 

He  grasped  the  wheel 
Shes  gone 

It  is  over 

The  end  of  love  and  the  dawning  of  numbed  bodies  after  heartbreak  and  loneliness... 

Corinne  Tereira 
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&  friendship  Qarden 


Another  season  is  underway.  The  foliage  race  is  on  between  the  shrubs  and  the  perennials.  Every  day  more  shoots  of 
new  leaves  appear  on  the  honeysuckle,  mock  orange,  weeping  cherry,  weigelia  and  even  the  hydrangea.  But  the  astilbe  is  up! 
The  lady's  mantle,  coral  bells,  cranesbill,  and  columbines  are  gaining  on  those  shrubs!  Then  there  is  the  forsythia,  which 
flowers  before  it  even  leafs  out.  They  are  gorgeous  this  year. 

Audrey's  primroses,  with  their  pale  yellow  petals  and  brilliant  green  leaves,  have  started  back  into  bloom,  and  at  last 
the  grape  hyacinths  are  scattered  in  with  them.  Set  off  by  a  deep  covering  of  fresh  wood  chips,  the  combination  is  all  I  hoped  it 
would  be. 

The  newly  planted  area  under  the  Japanese  holly  tree  is  coming  along.  The  off-white  daffodils  work  well  with  the 
small  blue  holly,  and  although  they  are  nothing  special,  the  Delft  blue  crocus  should  fill  in  well  over  the  next  few  years.  Some 
of  the  heirloom  daffodils  which  Tom  brought  from  Cross  Island  are  also  scattered  under  there,  but  so  far  they  have  not 
produced  any  flowers.  Contrary  to  my  usual  lack  of  patience  with  "no  bloomers,"  I  won't  give  up  on  these  for  a  few  more  years 
as  long  as  they  keep  healthy  foliage.  There  is  plenty  of  room  for  sentimentality  in  this  garden. 

Even  the  dark  corners,  with  little  patches  of  snow  still 
hanging  on,  are  coming  to  life.  The  pulmonaria  is  beginning  to 
show  its  great  speckled  leaves;  the  new  one  from  New  Hampshire 
is  actually  starting  to  bloom.  Mom  knew  this  plant  from  when 
she  was  young,  and  called  it  "Boy  and  Girl"  flower. 

The  little  Victorian  birdhouse  has  come  alive  at  last. 
Chickadee  tenants  are  busy  popping  in  and  out  with  delicious  fat 
caterpillars,  and  although  I  haven't  actually  seen  the  babies,  the 
parents  are  always  greeted  with  enthusiastic  cheeping.  A  couple 
of  happy  catbirds  are  frequenting  the  yard,  singing  constantly, 
but  so  far  only  show  minimal  interest  in  the  fruit  I  try  to  offer 
them.  The  squill  with  its  absolutely  electric  blue  flowers  is 
awakening  the  woodland  area,  and  the  carpet  of  little  pink  violets 
from  Cecy's  yard  is  gaining 
ground  every  year. 

One  of  the  last  frontiers  of  this  little  yard  is  being  worked 
into  the  plan  this  year.  An  Adirondack  chair  waits  in  the  quiet  corner  behind  the  pond.  The  brilliance  of  the  new  moss  contrasts 
beautifully  with  the  deep  green  of  the  ivy.  The  pond  has  thawed,  and  the  water  trickles  over  the  rocks  with  a  soothing  sound. 


Theresa  Marney 

(petunias 

Watercolor 


This  may  at  last  be  the  season  to  settle  into  that  quiet  little  corner  and  watch  the  garden  grow. 


Patrice  furtado 


definition 


what  is  fair  poetry?  word  vehicles,  I  think 

drawn  up  from  sweetest  well,  souls'  buckets  filled  with  ink. 

questing,  yearning  spirits,  use  language  to  express 

finer,  higher  ideals,  emotions,  or  distress, 

for  love  deserves  it  all,  so  we  must  not  give  less, 

no  martyr's  gift  greater,  than  affections  we  confess. 

yet  daily  strife  distracts,  expressions  thus,  put  off, 

'oft  quickly  forgotten,  or  rejected,  as  too  soft, 

but  naught  is  more  manly,  or  womanly,  either, 

than  heartfelt  writing;  revelations'  fever. 

poetry  is  beauty,  warmth,  breadth,  depth  of  living, 

obsession  giving  life  to  feeling  from  within. 


r.  s.  baltard 


TkviGgfit 


A  long  time  ago  there  were  days  of  gray  skies,  red  noses  and  frozen  toes  gliding  across  glowing  glass.  Figure  eights, 
twirls  and  jumps,  the  happiest  day  of  my  childhood  were  spent  skating  on  the  pond  behind  my  parents'  house. 

I  learned  to  skate  at  four  years  old,  when  my  father  first  introduced  me  to  the  sport.  Throughout  the  winter  he  would 
go  down  and  check  the  ice  for  safety,  and  when  he  gave  his  o.k.  my  friends,  my  brothers  and  I  would  sit  on  the  remnants  of  an 
old  stone  wall  and  pull  on  our  skates  over  layers  of  socks.  We  wrapped  ourselves  up  in  mittens  and  scarves  and  drifted  over  the 
ice,  like  snowflakes  blowing  on  a  winter  breeze. 

After  a  couple  of  hours,  the  others  would  pack  up  and  head  for  the  warmth  of  home,  but  the  quiet  of  winter  twilight 
warmed  me.  Everyone  would  leave,  but  I'd  skate  on  and  dream.  The  silence  would  settle  in  around  me;  the  only  sounds  the 
breeze  and  tinkling  of  ice  water  as  it  escaped  over  the  dam  at  the  other  end  of  the  pond.  I  would  skate  over  to  a  shallow  spot 
and  rub  the  black  ice  until  it  glistened.  Peering  down  through  my  reflection  to  the  grass  and  weeds  below,  frozen  in  time,  I 
wondered  about  the  meadow  that  once  claimed  this  spot,  before  it  flooded  and  formed  this  nameless  pond. 

The  oaks  and  pines  that  once  stood  guard  over  the  meadow  crowded  the  pond's  edges,  dropping  their  leaves  into  the 
dark  water,  making  it  an  inhospitable  place  for  all  but  snapping  turtles  and  frogs.  Nestled  among  those  trees,  up  on  a  steep  hill 
on  the  opposite  shore  of  the  pond,  an  abandoned  cottage  rested  mutely  in  the  woods.  Sometimes  ice  would  hang  from 
the  eaves  of  the  house  and  from  the  bare  limbs  that  hovered  around  it,  and  in  the  early  moonlight  it  would  appear  as 
though  lights  had  been  turned  on  to  greet  someone's  arrival.  I  wondered  who  could  leave  this  place  and  never  return, 
who  could  desert  this  sparkling  twilight  beauty?  At  times  the  lonely  stillness  of  the  house  intimidated  me,  but  it  could 
not  scare  me  away.  I  would  skate  on,  and  eventually,  just  before  dark,  just  before  my  feet  became  the  victim  of  frostbite,  my 
father  would  come  down  and  interrupt  my  reverie  and  call  me  home.  Sitting  heavily  on  raw,  rough  stones  I  carefully  removed 
my  skates,  untying  them  with  cold  deadened  fingers.  I  would  try  and  rub  some  life  back  into  my  toes,  and  with  my  skates  slung 
over  my  back,  I  hobbled  home.  I  remember  looking  back  at  that  old  house  and  waving  goodbye,  imagining  a  child  that  once 
lived  there  could  have  done  the  same  as  she  crossed  the  meadow  on  her  way  to  school. 

No  one  skates  on  that  pond  any  more;  it  never  seems  to  get  cold  enough  to  freeze.  The  old  abandoned  house  still 
stands  in  its  spot,  a  lonely  sentinel  watching  in  the  dusk,  enduring  its  silent  world,  still  waiting  for  someone  to  come  home.  I 
rarely  put  on  my  skates  anymore.  Like  many  adults,  I  have  lost  the  key  that  unlocks  that  fantasy  world.  But  sometimes,  in  the 
winter  twilight,  that  time  when  color  seems  to  fade  from  the  world  and  earth  and  sky  blend  together,  I  am  almost  sure  that 
magical  place  still  exists. 


Theresa  M.  Sprague 


Augusto  andfds  Secret  CBo% 


When  Augusto,  a  little  boy  who  lived  on  a  small  farm  far  away  in  Brazil,  saw  a  small  box  that  had  been  forgotten 
behind  an  old  blue  closet  doors,  he  realized  that  he  could  keep  everything  he  really  liked  in  that  box,  including  his  favorite  toys. 
And  he  decided  not  to  speak  to  his  father  and  mother  about  it.  It  would  be  his  secret  box. 

He  started  keeping  all  his  balls  in  it  and  there  was  still  enough  room  for  more.  After  that,  he  placed  his  kite  very  gently 
there  too.  "Now  it  won't  be  damaged,"  he  thought. 

As  soon  as  possible,  Augusto  put  his  top  in  there  too.  He  had  kept  it  for  two  years,  which  was  a  long  time  for  an 
eight-year-old  boy. 

Any  time  he  wanted  to  play  with  one  of  his  toys,  it  was  very  easy  for  him  to  do  now  because  all  he  needed  to  do  was 
take  a  toy  out  of  his  secret  box  and  play,  and  play,  and  play  until  he  got  bored  with  that  toy,  and  then  put  it  back  into  the  box. 
He  believed  it  would  be  forever  like  this.... 

But  after  a  while  Augusto  became  a  little  tired  of  playing  with  the  same  toys  every  single  day.  So  he  decided  to  keep 
other  kinds  of  things:  a  starfish,  a  ray  of  sunshine  and  perhaps  some  moonlight.  The  starfish  was  not  too  hard  to  keep,  but  the 
ray  of  sunshine  and  also  the  moonlight  were  a  big  challenge  for  him  to  hold  onto. 

One  day  in  early  summer,  he  put  the  box  under  the  sun  where  there  was  no  shadow  at  all.  Then,  when  he  saw  that  a 
ray  went  into  the  box,  he  closed  the  box  as  fast  as  he  could.  "Wow,  now  I  have  a  box  full  of  tops,  and  balls,  and  a  kite,  and  also 
a  ray  of  sunshine!"  he  exclaimed. 

When  it  grew  dark,  Augusto  went  to  the  box  to  see  the  sunshine  glow  in  the  darkness.  He  was  full  of  excitement 
because  he  had  never  seen  a  ray  of  sunshine  playing  with  darkness  before. 

Surprisingly,  when  Augusto  opened  the  box,  he  saw  that  the  sunshine  was  not  there  anymore.  "Is  it  possible  that  the 
sun  and  the  dark  are  enemies?"  he  asked  himself. 

Augusto  kept  trying  to  keep  the  sunshine,  but  he  soon  realized  it  was  impossible,  and  gave  up.  Instead  of  the  sunshine, 
he  decided  to  keep  some  moonlight;  just  enough  to  fill  up  the  box,  which  was  not  so  big. 

He  got  everything  ready  and  put  the  opened  box  under  the  full  moon,  but  he  noticed  that  the  moonlight  was  getting 
mixed  with  the  electric  lights.  "What  should  I  do  now?"  he  thought.  He  turned  all  lights  in  the  house  off,  and  then  he  wondered 
what  to  do  about  the  outside  lights.  "I'm  going  to  ask  the  electric  company  officer  to  turn  the  outside  lights  off  for  me,"  he 
decided. 

The  officer  found  that  request  strange,  but  decided  to  do  what  Augusto  asked.  So  the  next  night,  when  the  inside  and 
outside  lights  were  off,  Augusto  kept  a  little  of  the  moonlight  by  closing  the  lid  of  the  box  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

"Wow,  now  I  have  my  own  moonlight!"  he  said. 

The  next  day  all  day  long  he  kept  thinking  about  the  moonlight  in  his  secret  box,  and  could  hardly  wait  for  the  time 
when  he  could  open  it  all  by  himself  and  enjoy  his  own  very  special  moonlight. 

However,  when  he  opened  the  box  the  next  day,  the  moonlight  had  gone  away.  Then  the  little  boy  became  very  sad  for 
many  days,  not  understanding  why  he  could  not  keep  such  important  things  as  sunlight  and  moonlight  for  himself. 

But  after  much  sadness  he  finally  understood  one  day  that  it  was  not  good  to  keep  rays  of  sun  and  moonlight  in  jail, 
because  they  were  born  to  be  free. 

Augusto  had  just  learned  that  life,  real  life,  was  outside  the  box. 


^gsiane  ^Barctlos  de  Oliveira 


<Tfie  <DeviCs  Ctoaf^ 


Man  draped  in  silence,  man  hidden  in  fear, 

search  for  me,  take  me  away, 

hide  me  among  the  folds  of  your  crimson  cloak, 

encompass  me  in  your  stare, 

erase  my  memory  with  your  penetrating  glance. 

For  evil  is  in  your  soul,  in  your  veins, 

you  hold  death  itself  in  your  heart, 

call  to  me,  beckon  my  earthly  body, 

lead  me  along  the  faded  path  of  your  pathetic  existence. 

Emperor  of  silence,  ruler  of  all  that  withers  and  dies, 

pick  me,  I  am  the  chosen  one, 

guide  me  towards  the  great  abyss, 

the  abyss  of  shattered  hopes  and  shattered  dreams. 

Betrayer  of  light,  send  your  wrath  upon  me, 

let  me  plummet  downward  into  the  darkness, 

do  not  restrain  me,  I  will  not  save  myself. 

I  will  join  you,  I  will  climb  into  your  chariot  of  fire, 

I  will  mount  the  stairs  of  hell,  draped  in  blood, 

draped  in  the  devil's  cloak. 


Amie  Itissonnette 


Si  Worn  Soul 


I  found  him  in  the  desert,  fifteen  miles  east  of  the  hollow  eyes  of  Weed,  California.  Crouched  at  the  bottom  of  Mount 
Shasta,  Weed  was  a  collection  of  discarded  dreams  left  by  aspiring  mountaineers,  a  town  of  boarded  up  mills,  windowless  bars, 
struggling  metaphysical  stores,  and  cheap  Native  American  jewelry.  There  were  neither  cool  shady  streets  nor  storybook 
neighborhoods.  Tar  papered  houses  cowered  beneath  the  towering  of  the  mountain,  as  if  by  its  grandeur,  humans  despaired  of 
their  ability  to  create  anything  worthy  at  its  base.  It  was  a  town  absent  of  wonder.  A  town  that  had  seen  every  sort  of  cult  come 
and  go,  from  The  Lemurians-  survivors  of  the  lost  city  of  Atlantis  believed  to  live  on  the  mountain-to  every  assortment  of 
worldly  beings. 

I  rolled  to  a  stop  in  front  of  a  health  food  store  with  an  eclectic  mix  of  items  that  had  no  use  except  for  some  esoteric 
new  age  ritual.  The  street  was  abandoned  except  for  several  children  who  normally  would  be  in  school.  With  grubby  knees, 
they  watched,  absent  of  curiosity  when  I  made  a  playful  gesture  in  their  direction.  I  decided  not  to  eat,  and  fled  the  town,  past 
the  bent  junipers  and  chalky  bone  marrow  hills. 

At  the  base  of  Mount  Shasta,  the  highway  ran  straight  along  the  reaching  fingers  of  ancient  lava  flow  frozen  in  time. 
The  black  top  divided  the  volcano  from  the  desert  as  clean  as  a  surgeon's  knife.  The  motorcycle  blew  down  the  road,  slowed  as 
the  path  turned  to  dirt,  then  shifting  back  up,  faded  into  the  distance  leaving  settling  dust  and  tumbleweed. 

He  was  sitting  in  an  old  chair  in  the  shade,  with  a  book  of  ancient  Sufi  love  poetry  in  his  lap  as  I  pulled  into  the 
sagebrush  yard.  Dismounting,  I  scanned  the  horizon.  Stone  cairns  dotted  the  isolated  landscape  and  turkey  vultures  wheeled 
overhead,  seeking  lone  prey.  Several  tomato  plants  defiantly  clung  to  life  in  the  arid  soil  around  the  cabin.  A  dusty  Border  Collie 
wandered  over  to  satisfy  his  curiosity  with  the  newcomer.  Going  down  to  one  knee,  I  scratched  behind  the  old  dog's  ears, 
appraising  the  rest  of  the  scene:  an  unfinished  tire  wall,  an  abandoned  school  bus,  a  bicycle  and  Hampton  the  third  rising  from 
a  rocking  chair  with  his  characteristic  green  beret  and  long  curly  hair. 

"Hamp,"  I  said. 

"Caleb,  my  boy,  how  have  you  been?"  He  smiled  broadly. 

"So,  this  is  home,"  I  said,  attempting  to  sound  optimistic  about  the  dilapidated  shingle  house. 

"Sure  you  can  call  it  that.  They  don't  seem  to  mind  me  here  for  the  time  being." 

We  embraced,  and  I  followed  him  up  to  the  porch.  He  moved  slowly,  each  step  deliberate  as  if  he  could  feel  the  weight 
of  his  large  being  on  the  earth.  I  settled  into  a  wooden  chair  that  creaked  ominously  from  disuse. 

Hamp's  eyes  had  that  watered-down,  calm  look  that  seemed  to  filter  down  from  the  big  western  sky.  The  sweet,  sharp 
scent  of  sage  permeated  everything,  medicine  for  a  debilitated  soul. 

We  talked  of  my  folks.  He  recalled  some  stories  that  may  have  been  fictional,  or  at  the  least,  embellished.  He  showed 
me  an  old  picture  he  somehow  retained  through  the  years.  My 

parents  were  young,  carrying  packs,  bound  for  the  heights.  I  could  see  myself  in  their  optimism.  The  past  was  a  glossy 
photograph  of  young  attractive  bodies.  Moments  captured  on  film.  There  was  little  to  say. 

We  retired.  Inside,  apart  from  a  large  Koran  and  assorted  books,  necessity  dictated  the  decor:  a  few  items  of  silverware, 
a  bed,  a  washbasin.  The  cold  concrete  floor,  which  had  offered  a  slight  reprieve  from  the  merciless  sun  during  daylight  hours, 
seeped  into  my  bones  as  twilight  approached. 

It  was  not  the  time  of  reckless  abandon  we  had  shared  a  year  earlier  when  he  had  shown  up  at  my  folk's  house  on  a 
binge.  This  time  there  was  no  dancing,  no  drunken  poetry  recitations:  instead  we  shared  sober  truth,  and  it  felt  cold.  I  fell 
asleep  singing,  "God  Loves  a  Drunk,"  glad  Hampton  had  his  Koran. 
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When  will  I  see  you  again 

Lover,  of  my  childhood? 

You're  alive  yet,  in  my  dreamworld 

In  sleep,  so  deep,  you  almost  touch  me 

You  look  like  you  did  then,  when  I  knew  you  well 

Before  you  were  really  a  man. 

Where  are  you  now  that  you've  grown? 
And  now  that  I  am  a  female  stranger. 
Some  of  my  best  memories  are  still  with  you, 
Wherever  you  might  be. 

The  sun,  the  wine,  and  all  the  "beautiful"  faces 
The  park  with  its  freaks  and  dope  and  music 
Where  we  soared  into  psychedelia  separate 
But  alike -even  in  our  nightmares... 

Yet  last  night  was  no  nightmare 
I  felt  you  this  time,  your  presence 
And  when  I  awoke,  you  lingered  on. 
I  knew  we  had  met,  else-others-where 

They  called  you  a  free  spirit,  all  who  knew  you 
Is  that  why  I  haven't  a  clue  now  to  find  you  by? 
Or  didn't  you  tell  me  in  our  secret  pact  of  youth 
That  this  life  wouldn't  be  ours  to  share 

But  to  wait 

For  some  other  one 

Not  a  dreamland,  but  a  real  place 

Beyond  some  foreign  skies 


Jeanne  Heroin^ 
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When  I  look  back  now,  I  realize  that  it  was  all  part  of  growing  up.  Standing  on  your  own  two  feet,  so  to  speak.  Some 
lessons  in  life  are  tough  to  learn.  When  you're  young  and  you  feel  threatened,  and  there's  no  one  to  lean  on,  you  take  matters 
into  your  own  hands.  Fight  or  flight  is  the  way  most  people  deal  with  the  matter.  For  me  it  was  more  like  fight  and  flight,  and  it 
concerns  the  town  bully  of  Cheektowaga.  His  name  was  Harry  Nieswiadomy  and  he  was  raised  by  his  gentle  grandmother  who 
thought  he  was  an  angel.  With  his  swagger  and  smirking  face,  he  raised  fear  in  all  the  girls  between  the  ages  of  nine  and  ten. 
His  favorite  season  was  winter  and  his  favorite  sport  consisted  of  making  a  snowball  with  his  hands,  molding  and  squeezing  it 
until  it  was  hard  as  a  rock.  Then  he  would  find  his  victim  and  put  it  inside  her  boots  or  inside  her  coat  collar  deep  down, 
between  the  undershirt  and  the  skin,  where  instantly  it  would  melt  and  send  a  ripple  of  ice  water  that  reached  the  ankles. 
Harry  got  the  biggest  thrill  out  of  this-especially  when  the  intended  victim  would  scream,  immobilized  with  fear,  rooted  to  the 
spot  where  Harry  would  quickly  push  down  handfuls  of  snow  down  his  victim's  neck.  Often,  I  was  the  victim.  When  I  would 
reach  home  and  relate  the  incident  to  my  mom,  she  would  tell  me  I  had  to  learn  to  fight  my  own  battles.  At  the  time  I  thought 
she  was  a  bit  cruel.  Later,  I  realized  she  was  teaching  me  self-reliance,  and  I  vowed  to  get  even  with  Harry  Nieswiadomy.  That 
day  came  sooner  than  I  thought. 

About  three  times  a  week,  I  went  right  from  school  to  my  grandmother's  to  pick  up  the  milk  that  she'd  taken  from  her 
cow.  It  was  in  a  glass  jug  with  a  metal  handle  for  carrying.  As  I  made  my  way  home  past  the  public  school  Harry  attended,  I 
noticed  a  familiar  figure  coming  toward  me.  I  crossed  the  street  hoping  he  wouldn't  notice  me.  Next  thing  I  knew,  he  was  right 
in  front  of  me  with  that  infernal  smirk  on  his  face.  In  his  hands  was  the  eternal  ice  bomb  ready  to  be  shoved  inside  my  collar. 
The  thought  of  Harry  getting  away  with  all  his  meanness  made  me  angry.  Before  I  knew  what  happened,  I  put  the  gallon  jug 
on  the  ground,  closed  my  eyes  and  began  punching  him  in  the  chest  with  all  my  might.  I  can't  imagine  why  I  closed  my  eyes 
except  that  he  was  so  close,  and  I  was  petrified.  Harry  was  so  shocked  he  didn't  move.  I  then  picked  up  the  jug  and  ran  for 
home  faster  than  I  ever  thought  possible.  I  figured  if  he  ever  realized  what  had  just  happened,  he'd  come  after  me  for  sure. 

In  a  few  days,  my  reputation  was  all  over  town,  and  Harry  never  bothered  me  again. 


'DeCptune  Jarnot 


"Drafted 


One  of  the  few  times  I  saw  my  mother  cry  was  when  the  announcement  came  over  the  transistor  radio  that  my 
brother  Jim  was  drafted  into  the  Vietnam  War.  I  was  nine  at  the  time.  Sitting  at  our  large,  oval  kitchen  table,  I  scribbled  in  my 
Looney  Tunes  coloring  book  while  swinging  my  skinny  legs  back  and  fourth,  chewing  gently  on  my  tongue  as  I  concentrated 
on  keeping  my  red  Crayola  from  going  outside  the  lines.  I  remember  sensing  that  something  was  wrong  as  I  observed  my 
mother  sitting  across  from  me,  chain-smoking  Salem  cigarettes,  her  legs  bent  up,  feet  resting  on  the  chair  next  to  her.  She  let 
the  tip  of  her  left  thumb  rest  on  her  chin  as  she  held  the  butt  between  her  middle  and  index  fingers.  As  it  smoldered,  the  skinny 
stream  of  smoke  swirled  and  bounced  off  her  hair,  then  rose  to  create  a  hazy,  gray  hue  around  the  ceiling  light. 

She  sat  expressionless  as  she  inhaled  deeply  on  her  cigarette  that  day,  keeping  part  of  her  attention  on  the  radio,  the 
other  part  staring  into  her  imaginary  world  that  she  was  living  just  outside  the  kitchen  window.  She  was  the  type  that  went  out 
of  her  way  to  avoid  conflict,  a  woman  who  had  the  ability  to  place  herself  into  a  hypnotic-like  mode.  A  marching  band  playing 
"Stayin'  Alive"  could  enter  via  the  back  door,  make  its  way  throughout  the  house,  then  out  the  front  door,  and  my  mother  would 
suddenly  wake  from  her  "state"  and  say,  "Did  you  just  say  something?" 

On  that  August  day  in  1971  however,  she  probably  wasn't  dreaming  about  a  better  life.  Perhaps  on  this  day  she  was 
envisioning  a  knock  at  the  door,  a  visit  from  a  military  man,  robotically  going  through  the  motions  in  order  to  deliver  the  dev- 
astating news  without  breaking  down  himself.  Father  Franklin  would  likely  accompany  the  soldier.  Maybe  she  saw 
herself  collapsing  dramatically  into  the  arms  of  Father  Franklin,  an  experience  that  she  heard  all  too  much  about  dur- 
ing the  war,  but  thank  goodness,  did  not  know  first  hand. 

The  radio  reception  was  crackling  on  WEEI  that  day. 

"Oh,  Oh,  here  it  comes"  Mom  muttered  as  the  draft  numbers  were  being  announced. 

"Here  what  comes?"  I  asked  as  I  looked  up  at  her. 

"Shh!  I  need  to  hear  this!" 

"January  16  -  074 "  said  the  announcer  as  if  he  was  reciting  Bingo  selections. 

You  knew  the  situation  was  bad  when  Mom  said,  "Dammit  all!"  She  instantly  rose  from  her  chair,  cigarette  butt  in 
hand.  I  remember  thinking  that  she  looked  like  Laura  Petrie  from  "The  Dick  Van  Dyke  Show".  Her  chestnut  hair  was  a  tad 
shorter  than  shoulder  length,  and  it  flipped  up  all  around  the  bottom.  She  wore  black,  stretch  Capri  pants  and  a  waist  length 
sweater,  emerald  green,  her  favorite  color.  She  wore  black  penny  loafers  without  socks,  or  pennies.  Plucking  four  or  five  tissues 
from  the  Kleenex  box  on  top  of  the  refrigerator,  she  stuffed  all  but  one  under  a  sleeve.  The  remaining  tissue  went  immediately 
to  her  nose.  She  was  crying  hard,  her  lungs  jumping  as  she  inhaled. 

I  felt  uncomfortable  and  helpless  as  Mom  cried.  I  remember  thinking  that  her  blotchy  face  and  swollen  eyes  made  her 
look  unattractive.  Her  tears  interrupted  her  speech  as  she  attempted  to  explain  things  to  me.  Up  to  that  point,  the  extent  of 
what  I  learned  about  the  war 

came  from  my  father,  the  pseudo  politician,  the  mailman  who  wanted  to  be  president.  A  diehard  Republican  and  World  War  II 
veteran,  he  could  not  comprehend  why  young  men  and  women  protested  against  war.  At  nine  years  old,  I  didn't  fully  under- 
stand the  magnitude  of  what  was  going  on  in  Vietnam,  but  after  seeing  my  mother  weep  over  Jim,  I  was  sure  that  I  hated  war. 

Jim  flunked  the  physical  twice  due  to  high  blood  pressure.  Once  that  cleared  up  however,  Uncle  Sam  gave  him  a  stamp 
of  approval  and  told  him  to  pick  a  branch.  He  selected  the  Army,  but  soon  after,  Mom's  former  enemy,  the  transistor  radio, 
brought  us  the  wonderful  news  of  a  cease-fire. 


Linda  Alien 


Shadows 


The  little  girl  explores  the  many  rooms  of  the  strange  house,  still  aware  of  her  daddy's  voice  rising  and  falling  from 
somewhere  down  the  hall.  One  room  captivates  her,  for  it  holds  within  it  a  canopy  bed,  complete  with  a  white,  eyelet-lace- 
trimmed,  goose-down  comforter  and  fluffy,  white  pillows.  She  liked  going  from  house  to  house  and  always  having  a  different 
place  to  sleep.  She  slept  in  twin  beds,  double  beds,  cots  and  waterbeds...  yet,  never  in  a  canopy.  She  pivots  on  her  heels,  and 
bolts  down  the  hallway,  scaring  a  cat  from  its  sleep.  As  she  charges  down  the  hall,  she  collides  into  her  father's  towering, 
stocky  frame  and  spills  his  beer.  He  glowers  at  her.  The  child  cringes  and  stares  down  at  her  shoes,  with  their  frayed  lacings 
and  fading  colors.  The  ones  with  the  "L"  and  "R"  written  on  the  toe  of  each  sneaker  in  blue  ink....  She  tries  to  rub  out  the 
fading  "R"  with  the  toe  of  the  "L."  Her  father  forcefully  tells  her  to  find  something  "constructive"  to  do.  He  ambles  away, 
oblivious  her.  The  girl  hauls  herself  away,  chasing  the  gray  and  white  cat  through  the  long,  dark  hallway.  She  tries  to 
remember  the  day  her  daddy  told  her  what  "constructive "  meant,  but  all  she  remembers  is  foggy.  The  word  "constructive" 
keeps  getting  confused  with  "consequences."  Or  were  they  the  same?  Her  brown  eyes  grow  heavy  as  she  walks  by  the  room 
and  sees  the  bed  with  its  starched  white  sheets. 

The  lamp,  resting  on  a  chair  beside  the  bed,  lies  rather  close  to  the  floor,  casting  very  little  light,  other  than  the  white 
halo  on  the  ceiling.  Shadows  lurk  in  the  corners,  reaching  their  fingers  toward  her.  She  flicks  off  the  light,  drowning  their 
outstretched  hands  in  blackness  -  ending  their  pursuit.  The  child  pulls  the  comforter  up  to  her  chin,  slowly  transforming  into 
a  princess  riding  away  on  her  unicorn,  commonly  mistaken  for  a  white  mare. 

However,  before  the  golden  sun  can  warm  the  earth  in  its  rosy  glow,  she  awakens  as  daddy  climbs  into  bed  beside 
her,  and  the  cold  reaches  her.  From  her  side  of  the  bed,  she  can  smell  his  sour  breath.  Her  heart  pounds  loudly  in  her  chest. 
His  hands  pull  her  closer  to  him.  He  kisses  her  neck,  the  hot,  tainted  breath  crawling  over  her  skin.  She  wriggles  free  from 
his  embrace,  and  runs  down  the  hall  to  the  living  room.  The  young  child  turns  on  the  t.v,  then  plops  on  the  floor,  staring 
blankly  at  the  bars  of  color  on  the  screen.  The  child  does  not  see  them.  She  sees  only  the  slow-motion  pictures  in  her  mind, 
but  rather  than  let  the  tears  fall,  the  maiden  struggles  to  fight  the  wretched  beast,  only  to  lose  herself,  as  the  shadows  creep 
their  cold,  damp  fingers  over  her  and  enclose  her  in  their  palm. 


jairm  L.  Moon 


CannedtPeas 


I  was  searching  the  aisles  of  Shop  and  Go,  our  local  grocery  store,  on  a  mission  for  canned  peas.  The  bright  florescent 
lights  overhead  cast  a  sterile  glow  over  the  store.  Listening  to  the  constant  undertones  of  sniffling  around  me  from  the  "cold 
season,"  I  tried  not  to  think  about  all  the  grimy  hands  who  had  pushed  my  cart.  The  now  covering  my  hiking  boots  had  melted 
and  chilly  water  seeped  through  into  my  socks.  I  shivered  and  looked  a  little  harder  for  the  peas. 

Then  I  saw  her.  She  stood  like  a  fencepost  in  the  middle  of  the  aisle,  tall  and  erect.  Her  clothes  looked  like  someone  had 
twined  drapes  around  her  body  made  of  brightly  patterned  cotton.  She  clearly  was  not  dressed  for  the  sub  zero  temperatures  of 
Fairbanks,  Alaska.  Tourist,  I  thought.  Her  long  manicured  fingers  with  shiny  red  nails,  reached  for  a  jar  of  pasta  sauce  on  the 
shelf  unsettling  dust  as  she  pulled  it  off.  Her  free  hand  waved  through  the  air  as  she  fanned  the  floating  dust  away  from  her 
with  a  look  of  distaste.  She  carefully  placed  the  jar  into  her  cart  and  with  awkward  bird-like  steps  she  rolled  on.  I  had  forgotten 
about  my  icy  feet  at  that  point,  entranced  by  this  strange  person  in  front  of  me.  Her  long  blonde  hair  fell  in  perfect  ringlets 
down  her  back  and  was  so  shiny  it  looked  unreal. 

As  she  clicked  along  in  her  impractical,  fancy  brown,  suede  boots,  I  caught  a  waft  of  her  perfume.  I  ducked  my  head  to 
avoid  the  overpowering  sweet  stench  and  almost  gagged.  I  slowed  down  my  pace  a  little  and  acted  absorbed  by  a  box  of  corn 
puffs  as  I  saw  her  glance  in  my  direction.  She  looked  like  an  exotic  bird  in  a  cage  full  of  magpies.  I  was  beginning  to  feel 
self-conscious  being  around  her,  comparing  her  flawless  stature  to  my  oversized  clothes  and  the  many  layers  I  had 
piled  on.  Even  though  I  had  a  deep  loathing  for  self-absorbed  people  such  as  she,  I  felt  inadequate  in  comparison.  As  I 
walked  along,  water  squished  between  my  toes  and  only  made  me  feel  sorrier  for  myself.  I  had  to  get  out  of  the  store. 
This  woman  was  ruining  my  carefree  outlook  on  life.  I  could  feel  my  self-image  start  to  dwindle  with  every  graceful 
movement  of  the  foreign  creature  in  front  of  me.  I  let  go  of  my  cart  and  charged  down  the  aisle  toward  the  doors.  Passing  her, 
I  looked  at  her  pale  China  doll  face  and  said,  "Thanks  a  lot,  lady."  I  left  Shop  and  Go  that  day  without  my  canned  peace. 


ArtzigFi  %rans 


Tfie  %gadto  Suicide 

Have  you  ever  had  the  feeling? 

That  stomach  sinking  heart  stopping  oh  shit  feeling. 

The  one  triggered  by  the  rising  of  a  long  suppressed  memory,  best  left  forgotten? 

You  know  the  ones, 

That  formed  in  a  certain  place  from  your  past. 
During  a  certain  period  of  time, 
Whether  a  few  moments  or  a  few  years, 
That  you  just  wanted  to  wipe  clear. 

But  you  can't  wipe  it  clean  and  clear. 

Like  a  window  leaving  open  a  view  of  what  came  before  and  after,  untainted,  untinted  by  what  happened. 

During  that  time  you  try  to  clear  away. 

But  though  you  knew  this  you  still  tried  to  wipe  out  this  memory. 
Now  there  is  a  black  hole  inside  which  can't  be  filled 
And  you  must  never  look  too  close. 

If  you  do,  you  will  find  it  is  neither  a  window  nor  a  hole  but  a  path. 

And  who  can  resist  a  path  especially  one  as  overgrown  and  horrible  as  this  one  promises  to  be. 

And  it  is  not  an  empty  promise. 

For  as  you  step  onto  the  path  to  see  where  it  leads  up  comes  the  feeling 

You  know  the  feeling 

Have  you  ever  had  the  feeling? 

That  stomach  sinking  heart  stopping  oh  shit  feeling. 

The  one  triggered  by  the  rising  of  a  long  suppressed  memory,  best  left  forgotten. 

The  feeling  that  leads  you  to  a  path,  but  not  a  fixed  path 

This  one  shifts  and  moves  it  appears  in  front  of  you  when  you  least  expect  it. 

Triggered  by  a  sound,  a  gesture,  a  smell,  you  know  it  will  lead  you  back  to  the  place  you  thought  you  had  left. 

But  there  is  no  leaving  behind  something  you  carry  with  you 

The  wrapping  tattered  ad  torn  from  opening  and  hastily  closing  it  back  up. 

Everywhere  you  go  it  follows,  and  I  don't  know  if  it  is  just  a  part  of  us  that  enjoys  the  pain. 

I  don't  know  if  there  is  something  in  each  of  us  that  just  loves  to  relive  our  misery. 

A  part  that  wants  us  to  walk  the  overgrown,  unused,  paths  of  our  memories:  to  find  the  pain  on  the  other  side  of  the  mirror. 

Because  pain  is  relieved,  time  after  time. 

But  the  joy  is  forgotten  soon  after  it  is  lived. 

And  so  we  chase  the  joy,  thinking  if  we  can  only  run  fast  enough  catch  enough  of  it 

We  can  catch  the  joy  and  let  go  of  our  pain  at  last 

But  we  never  do. 


I  think  there  is  a  part  of  us  that  loves  the  pain 

That  seeks  out  the  gestures  the  smells,  the  sounds  that  will  cause  the  path  to  shift  in  front  of  us,  and  the  darkness  to  wash 

over  us  so  we  can  feel  once  more  the  feeling. 

Have  you  ever  had  the  feeling? 

That  stomach  sinking  heart  stopping  oh  shit  feeling. 

The  one  triggered  by  the  rising  of  a  long  suppressed  memory,  best  left  forgotten. 

Is  it  because  this  is  the  only  thing  we  know  is  real? 

Joy  can  be  denied,  it  won't  work  out,  this  isn't  happening,  why  me,  too  good  to  be  true. 

We  deny  our  joy  when  we  manage  to  catch  it. 

But  we  chase  our  pain-all  the  time  pushing  it  away  to  keep  it  at  a  safe  distance 

You  can't  deny  this  feeling;  it  washes  over  and  submerses  you  in  the  pain.  And  you  know  for  certain  at  least  for  now,  that 
you  exist. 

Have  you  ever  had  the  feeling? 

That  stomach  sinking  heart  stopping  oh  shit  feeling. 

The  one  triggered  by  the  rising  of  a  long  suppressed  memory,  best  left  forgotten. 

The  memory,  which  causes  the  knowledge  of  pain, 

The  window,  which  taints  and  colors  all  that  came  before  and  after  it  with  this  knowledge, 

The  path  which  no  matter  how  far  you  walk,  no  matter  how  far  you  think  you've  come,  you  walk 

The  mirror,  which  throws  the  fact  of  your  existence  back  in  your  face, 

This  memory  and  this  feeling  of  existence  defined  by  pain. 

But  what  is  existence  defined  by  pain? 

This  is  a  question,  which  many  have  asked  and  I  would  like  to  ask  them  the  answer. 

But  I  can't.  They're  all  dead  now 

So  if  you  want  an  answer  to  this  question, 

You  will  have  to  call  up  that  feeling  that  we  all  know  so  well, 

And  walk  your  road  alone. 


Cotken  Chace 


Time  in  Si  Vacuum, 


The  downy  feather  couch  had  collapsed  in  the  center  where  Terry  sat  uncomfortably,  looking  as  if  she'd  been 
placed  there.  The  coffee  table  supporting  her  swollen  feet  was  a  blessing  as  her  heavy,  pregnant  body  sat  with  a  firm 
stillness.  Susan,  on  the  other  hand,  lay  cozy  as  a  cat  curled  next  to  her.  She  gazed  up  at  her  enormous  partner  and  asked, 
"What  do  you  want  to  be  called?" 

"Mama,"  Terry  responded. 

"Yes!  I'll  be  Mommy,"  Susan  rejoiced.  Then,  reproachfully,  "Are  you  certain  about  that?"  She  hated  to  ask  but  felt  it 
appropriate.  It  wasn't  their  first  round  on  the  topic.  For  the  first  seven  months  they  both  wanted  the  title  'Mommy'. 

"Absolutely.  It's  Mamma  all  the  way,"  the  heavy  woman  said. 

It  had  been  a  great  source  of  light  debating  and  joking.  Terry  would  plead,  "C'mon  I  should  get  first  pick  for 
hauling  the  kid  around  and  for  eating  all  this  damn  protein."  She  was  frying  yet  another  piece  of  steak,  her  second  one  that 
day. 

Susan  said, "  But  you  called  your  mother  Ma,  right?  Well  I  grew  up  whining  'Mommy'  all  the  time.  I  long  for  the 
day  when  our  child's  big  enough  to  whine  for  me." 

Now  with  the  decision  made,  they  sat  in  the  living  room  prepared  to  view  their  first  home  video  since  receiving  the 
new  recorder.  This  gift  arrived  from  Susan's  sister  last  summer  shortly  after  she  heard  the  good  news.  The  remote  rested  on 
Terry's  expectant  shelf.  Even  her  arms  felt  heavy  as  she  reached  for  the  control  button.  "I'm  curious  about  what  we  taped.  I 
remember  filming  my  profile  on  the  beach  last  summer  when  we  thought  for  sure  I  was  showing,"  she  said. 

Susan  bounced  around,  shifted  to  her  knees. "  I  don't  know  either  but  the  tape  is  full."  She  reached  a  hand  onto  the 
round  mountain  sitting  on  top  of  Terry's  lap.  "Hello  in  there"  Susan  cooed  at  the  remote  control.  Then,  she  fixed  her  eyes  at 
Terry  "Roll  'em,  Mamma!" 

The  funniest  video  of  the  entire  nine  months  was  setting  up  an  old  yard  sale  crib.  Susan  had  almost  boxed  herself 
into  it.  Terry  spent  a  great  deal  of  time  tying  the  bumper  pads  onto  the  rails  before  adding  the  mattress.  The  couple  had 
tears  rolling  down  their  cheeks  and  Terry  had  to  press  pause  to  waddle  to  the  bathroom.  Twice. 

Viewing  it  again  months  later,  after  the  baby's  birth,  provided  much  needed  laughter.  The  two  were  exhausted 
from  waking  abruptly  to  the  new  baby's  odd  hour  requests  for  milk.  Even  funnier,  two  years  later,  the  baby  had  never  spent 
a  night  in  the  crib  because  Susan  and  Terry  had  discovered  the  'family  bed'.  It  seemed  a  natural  place  for  the  infant  to  be. 
Then  there  was  the  validation  of  contemporary  child-rearing  books. 

Susan  read  aloud  one  bright  Sunday  morning,  "The  book  says  most  other  cultures  sleep  with  their  children.  A  crib 
is  a  strange  concept  to  most  of  the  world's  parents." 

It  was  Terry's  turn  after  breakfast.  "The  book  calls  it  shared  sleeping.  It  says  attachment  parenting  is  rocking  your 
baby  into  deep  sleep  rather  than  'crying  it  out'  in  a  separate  nursery,"  she  read  with  an  impressed  tone. 

Convinced  by  their  research,  the  slumbering  trio  adapted  to  their  new  life.  The  long  days  of  summer  came  and  the 
darkness  of  days  end  fell  around  9:00.  One  day,  it  occurred  to  Terry  that  some  thread  of  discomfort  bothered  her.  Following 
the  book  method  meant  a  fitful  night  of  sleep.  Although  she  loved  the  family  bed,  thoughts  of  deep  slumber  sounded  better. 
She  would  talk  to  Susan  tonight. 

It  was  dusk  before  the  little  one  fell  asleep.  Susan  dragged  herself  across  the  living  room  floor  to  flop  into  the 
recliner.  Terry  thought  to  grab  the  moment.  "I'm  in  conflict  about  the  family  bed,"  she  confessed. 
"What  do  you  mean?  Susan  grumbled.  She  had  plans  to  take  a  quiet  bath  and  was  not  in  a  mood  for  dialogue. 

Terry  said,  "It's  healthy  for  newborns  to  sleep  with  their  parents,  we  know  that,  right?" 

Susan  nodded,  shifted  herself  in  the  chair,  and  raised  her  eyebrows  questioningly  for  Terry  to  continue. 


"Well,  he's  six  months  old  now  and  I'm  waking  up  every  time  he  rolls  over.  By  morning  I  feel  exhausted.  If  he  were 
in  the  crib  I  would  sleep  longer  between  feedings."  She  felt  like  she  was  seeking  consent  and  Terry  hated  that  aspect  of  their 
relationship.! 

Susan  was  blanketed  with  exhaustion;  it  was  overwhelming  to  consider  responding.  It  was  the  word  "crib." 
Hearing  it  erased  from  her  mind  all  of  Terry's  speech.  Thoughts  of  a  warm  bath  helped,  but  she  felt  a  tinge  of  guilt  where 
she  wanted  compassion.  This  talk  would  have  to  wait.  She  responded  quietly. 

"I  heard  what  you  said.  It's  late  and  I'm  tired  so  if  it's  okay  with  you,  we'll  continue  tomorrow,"  Susan  said, 
although  she  knew  that  she  wouldn't  have  any  more  of  a  desire  to  talk  tomorrow.  She'd  rather  not  hear  about  it  again. 
Maybe  it  would  go  away. 

"Sure,  I'm  wiped  out  too,"  Terry  answered  with  a  bit  of  relief. 

Susan  added,  "But  read  the  book  again  before  we  meet." 

Susan's  wish  came  true  because  it  wasn't  the  next  day  or  the  next.  Terry  took  care  of  the  baby  all  day  while  Susan 
worked  full-time.  Evenings  flew  by  in  a  whirl  of  diapers  and  dishes. 
Like  most  new  parents,  they  never  imagined  how  time  would  disappear. 

Maybe  it  was  this  combined  with  exhaustion,  but  it  was  3:20  a.m.  two  weeks  later  when  Terry  started 
grumbling.  The  baby  had  rolled  over  and  Susan  was  rubbing  his  back. 

"Leave  him  alone,  he's  perfectly  fine  without  depending  on  a  backrub,"  Terry  moaned  softly.  "Stop  interfering 
with  his  sleep."  He  drifts  off  easier  with  a  backrub.  There's  no  harm  done;  he's  just  a  baby.  We'll  have  plenty  of  things 
to  worry  about  later.  Let's  just  enjoy  this  time,"  replied  Susan. 

Wide-awake,  Terry  could  feel  her  irritability  swell.  She  felt  dismissed.  Her  voice  hung  between  pleading  and 
snapping.  "Just  say  you'll  make  an  effort  to  back  off-no  pun  intended-from  the  incessant  contact  you  give  him.  How  do  you 
think  he'll  sleep  in  his  own  bed  one  day?" 

"Listen  to  you!"  Susan  fired.  "You've  obviously  made  a  decision.  Yeah,  let's  separate  him  from  us  and  stick  him  in 
bed  with  bars  on  it  like  a  jail  cell  so  he  can  learn  to  detach  and  we  can  sleep  sounder.  Sounds  natural  to  me,"  she  said. 

"A  good  night's  sleep  sounds  natural  to  me.  I  think  you're  the  one  who  needs  to  look  at  the  detachment  issue."  It 
slipped  out  before  Terry  could  stop  it.  She  regretted  saying  that  now,  in  the  darkness  of  the  hour. 

Susan  boiled  inside.  She  yanked  the  sheets  and  turned  her  back  to  Terry.  "The  only  unhealthy  attachment  in  my 
life  is  you!"  she  grumbled  through  a  clenched  jaw. 

Nesting  inside  both  of  them  was  the  truth.  They  must  find  the  time  to  connect.  The  baby's  needs  put  time  in  a 
vacuum  and  drove  a  wedge  between  them.  With  their  bodies  still  and  minds  busy,  Susan  stirred  until  her  hand  found 
Terry's.  As  they  slept,  the  yellow  light  of  dawn  drifted  through  the  window. 


Alice  'Kelly 


Accomplishments? 


I  just  turned  twenty-one  a  few  months  ago,  what  could  I  have  possibly  accomplished  by  this  point?  I  don't  think  in  the 
scheme  of  life  that  I  have  really  accomplished  much  of  anything.  Sure,  I  have  done  some  things,  but  nothing  all  that  special. 
These  things  range  from  graduating  high  school,  getting  my  license,  being  accepted  to  "fine"  institutions  of  knowledge,  hell,  I 
even  learned  to  tie  my  own  shoes.  These  things  were  important,  but  not  to  the  extent  of  my  calling  them  "accomplishments." 

I  used  to  be  a  good  athlete  and  my  sports  were  golf,  hockey  and  baseball.  Throughout  my  life  my  mom  has  held  certain 
standards  and  beliefs  that  she  has  always  felt  necessary  to  instill  in  me.  For  the  most  part  I  can  say  that  I  agree  with  what  she 
has  done.  The  curfew  thing  junior  year  could  have  been  a  little  more  loose,  but  "oh  well".  I  think  I  was  fifteen  at  the  time  and 
we  had  a  youth  hockey  game  somewhere  in  Boston.  We  had  a  bad  team  that  year.  It  was  one  season  that  I  don't  look  back  on  as 
a  positive  often.  This  game  was  particularly  rough  with  a  lot  of  penalties  handed  out.  What  made  this  worse  was  that  they  were 
kicking  our  asses  on  the  scoreboard.  The  fans  were  restless  and  there  was  a  lot  of  taunting  on  and  off  the  ice  from  the  crowds. 
I  had  three  penalties  that  game  and  was  doing  a  lot  of  the  talking.  I  would  take  runs  at  certain  people  and  they  would  do 
likewise  when  they  had  me  lined  up.  At  the  end  of  this  game  I  "accomplished"  something  that  I  didn't  even  know  I  had. 

It  is  customary  to  shake  hands  at  the  end  of  our  league's  games  and  something  happened  when  that  moment  came 
around.  My  team,  disgusted  by  our  loss,  8-2,  for  some  reason  decided  to  leave  without  shaking  hands  with  the  other  team.  Our 
so-called  captain  led  the  team  off  the  ice.  I  stood  all  by  myself  with  my  helmet  off.  I'll  admit  that  part  of  me  wanted  to  skate  off 
because  of  how  cheap  this  team  was  at  times,  but  something  wouldn't  let  me.  Something  inside  of  me  said  it  was  wrong.  I 
turned  around  and  saw  twenty-two  boys  just  staring  at  me  like  I  was  a  freak.  I  skated  over  to  them  and  proceeded  to  shake 
every  one  of  their  hands  and  complimented  them  on  a  "good"  game.  The  first  few  shakes  were  all  me  because  these  guys  were 
flabbergasted,  but  as  I  went  on  down  the  line,  that  team  embraced  me  as  a  fellow  hockey  player.  At  the  end  the  players  stood 
the  refs  and  the  other  coach  who  shook  my  hand  firmly  and  told  me  that  I  had  "class,  son"  and  that  I  "could  play  for  them  any 
day."  Ashamed  of  how  my  team  acted,  I  started  to  skate  off  the  ice  with  my  head  down  when  suddenly  I  heard  clapping.  I 
looked  up  and  it  was  all  the  other  team's  parents  clapping  for  me.  They  were  all  standing  and  clapping  for  me,  like  I  had  won 
the  game  or  something.  I  was  in  shock,  these  were  some  of  the  rudest  fans  I  had  ever  played  in  front  of.  I  glanced  over  to  where 
my  mother  was  standing  and  saw  that  her  eyes  were  red  and  watery  and  when  we  made  eye  contact,  she  gave  me  that  smile  as 
her  eyes  gushed  water  like  a  faucet  had  been  turned  on.  She  started  clapping  furiously,  and  I  tuned  everything  out  except  for 
her  clapping.  At  that  moment  something  came  over  me  that  I  had  never  felt  before.  I  don't  even  know  if  it  was  good  or  bad,  it 
was  just  strong.  I  gave  my  mom  a  grin  and  skated  off  the  ice  where  fans  were  lined  up  to  shake  my  hand.  I'll  never  forget  that 
moment. 

This  was  something  that  defined  who  I  am.  No,  I  didn't  win  any  awards  that  day  or  anything  for  that  matter,  but  I  did 
learn  something  invaluable.  I  became  Dave,  my  own  person  with  my  set  values,  a  person  who  is  to  be  respected  and  gives 
respect. 

Yeah,  I  hope  to  accomplish  more  in  my  life  like  the  wife,  kids,  house  and  all  that  but  to  do  any  of  that,  I  had  to  be  me. 
The  main  thing  I  hope  to  accomplish  is  my  own  happiness.  It's  time  for  people  to  start  looking  at  what  their  real  accomplish- 
ments are.  Awards,  a  BMW  or  a  fat  bank  account  don't  equate  to  an  accomplishment.  It's  that  feeling  I  got  on  the  ice  that  day 
that  tells  people  they  truly  have  accomplished  something. 

David  Michael Amabello 


Waiting  M  The  Station  for  My  Train  To  Arrive 


Waiting  by  the  tracks  in  San  Antonio 
for  the  train,  an  hour  late,  to  arrive 

I  am  watching  the  sun  rise 

hauling  itself  over  the  flat  earth 

the  flat  buildings,  into  the  flat  air,  where 

I  strain  to  breathe 

to  feel  as  though  any  oxygen 

is  really  entering  my  lungs. 

The  heat,  even  at  this  hour,  is  stifling. 

I  think  of  a  fish  I  once  caught 
flapping  in  the  bottom  of  a  wicker  creel 
its  lungs  heaving. 

...and  then  a  man  in  a  white  Stetson 

edges  near,  begins  to  talk  in  a  New  York  accent 

about  his  travels 


I  smile  politely.. .he  begins 

to  talk  about  all  the  women  he's  met 

he  wants  to  get  right  to  it 
a  traveling  relationship 

...a  mutuality  of  satisfaction... 
he  says. 

I  step  back  toward  the  edge 

of  the  platform,  repelled  by  his  swagger 

the  pink  dawn  light 

seems  not  so  much  a  blush 
as  an  irritation. 

I  want  to  curse  him  in  his  arrogance 
but  instead  reply 


Erica  Wenberg 
feather 
Etching 


I  have  been  inconvenienced 
by  a  sexually  transmitted  disease 

watch  him  make  an  awkward  retreat 

watch  him  sidle  toward  another  woman 
who  smiles  when  he  approaches. 

I  find  another  dry  breath  entering  my  throat 
a  long,  deep  sigh. 

You  come  to  mind 

...as  the  light  mutes  into  a  thin  blue  mirage 
of  the  more  familiar  Atlantic 

I  dive  in,  drag  you  in 

we  frolic  like  dolphins 

we  become  more  than  we  ever  were 

when  we  last  touched 

last  promised  things 

I  can  barely  remember  now,  here 

in  this  unrelenting  heat 

where  old  words  are  wadded  in  the  throat 
the  way  I  once  saw  a  line  of  filament  tangled 
around  a  hook  which  was  lodged 
in  the  throat  of  a  gull. 

I  held  that  bird,  talked  to  it,  at  the  last 
set  it  adrift  on  the  outbound  tide 
toward  the  watery  horizon... 

and  I  clearly  remember  how  you  and  I 
bobbed  on  the  water 

like  birds  ourselves 

half  of  the  sea,  half  of  the  air 

destined  to  ride  the  arc  of  the  world 

each  in  our  ceremonial,  feathered  costumes 

according  to  the  ritual 

hoping  we  would  not  be  the  honored 
sacrifice 

as  we  rode  the  mythic  troughs 


cresting,  descending,  cresting  once  again 
trying  to  keep  the  other  in  sight 

each  of  us  ultimately  separate 
and  hungry 

and  incautious  then,  as  we  still  are 
too  often,  even  now 

skimming  the  surface 

for  bright  glints  of  sustenance 

that  may  harbor 
a  hook  within... 

a  train  whistle  sounds. 

The  cool,  salty  airs  of  the  Atlantic  fade. 

The  man  in  the  Stetson 
sits  curled  in  his  seat 

his  ten-gallon  hat  drawn  over  his  face 
as  he  pretends  to  sleep. 

I  too,  settle  into  my  seat 

open  a  magazine  which  I  do  not  read. 

I  watch  the  slow  progress  of  this  eastbound  train 
as  it  wails  at  the  many  crossroads 
through  lower  Texas. 

...propped  in  my  seat  as  night  falls 

I  dream  of  dolphins 

leaping  through  a  blue  mirage 

in  an  endless  desert. 


Jadem  Retina  Stevens 


License  to  (Drive 


It  was  a  bright,  sunny  summer  morning  in  July  when  I  stepped  out  of  my  friend's  house  where  I  was  staying  while  my 
parents  were  in  Europe  on  vacation.  Wearing  my  usual  summer  attire,  which  consisted  of  shorts,  sneaks,  and  a  tee-shirt.  I 
hopped  on  my  Schwinn  bicycle  and  started  pedaling  like  mad  towards  my  own  house.  The  plan  I  had  meticulously  devised  and 
formulated  was  beginning  to  unfold. 

I  approached  my  house  from  the  back,  being  extremely  careful  to  go  unnoticed  by  neighbors  who  were  attending  to 
the  normal  Saturday  rituals  of  gardening,  mowing  lawns,  and  other  weekend  yard  work.  "Ahhhhhh..."  I  blew  a  sigh  of  relief. 
The  basement  window  I  had  purposely  left  open  just  a  crack  had  gone  unnoticed  before  my  parents  had  left.  I  pulled  it  open, 
hoisted  myself  up.  and  climbed  inside. 

Inside.  I  began  frantically  searching  for  the  keys  to  my  folks'  big  three-seater  station  wagon.  Bingo!  I  found  them  in  the 
drawer  next  to  the  telephone.  I  reapplied  my  disguise,  which  consisted  of  a  pair  of  cheap,  plastic  sunglasses  and  a  simple  turn 
of  my  favorite  baseball  cap,  so  it  was  backwards.  After  all,  I  was  only  thirteen  and  needed  to  keep  my  anonymity.  My  direction 
seemed  obvious  as  I  headed  for  the  garage  and  that  new  three-seater  station  wagon.  As  I  left  the  driveway,  I  headed  in  the 
direction  of  the  town  park,  where  I  told  my  buddies  to  meet  me  the  previous  day.  I  remember  feeling  overwhelmed  with 
excitement,  nervousness,  and  recklessness  as  I  drove  up  to  the  appointed  spot  where  my  friends  were  standing.  They  jumped  in 
and  off  we  went.  We,  the  eight  of  us,  were  about  to  disembark  on  a  crazy  and  risky  adventure. 

This  was  my  first  time  driving,  and  as  we  entered  the  highway,  of  course  this  was  my  first  time,  I  realized  it  was  not  as 
easy  as  it  had  appeared.  Amidst  cutting  off  three  cars  and  nearly  causing  an  accident.  I  managed  to  get  the  car  into  the  far-left 
lane  and  stayed  there,  predominantly  for  safety.  The  radio  was  blaring  rock  and  roll,  we  were  carefree,  and  we  were  on  our  way 
to  the  beach! 

The  beach  was  two  hours  away,  but  we  all  knew  it  would  be  well  worth  the  long  car  ride.  We  were  about  halfway  there 
when  we  saw  the  blue  lights  flashing  ahead  of  us  and  the  cars  ahead  started  breaking.  A  chill  came  over  me  and  the  hairs  on 
my  neck  stood  up.  It  was  very  clear  in  my  immature,  scared  mind.  I  was  just  about  to  get  caught  and,  of  course,  the  police  were 
looking  for  me!  As  I  came  closer  to  the  lights.  I  realized  there  had  been  an  accident,  and  the  police  were  indeed  not  looking  for 
me.  I  told  a  couple  of  my  younger  looking  friends  to  duck  down  so  we  would  not  be  detected  by  the  long  arm  of  the  law. 
"Whew!"  I  blew  a  sigh  of  relief  as  we  crept  by.  keeping  my  eyes  fixed  to  the  road,  my  sweat}-  palms  on  the  wheel,  and  sitting  as 
straight  up  as  possible  to  give  the  appearance  of  a  taller  person. 

Finally,  we  reached  our  destination.  When  we  pulled  into  the  parking  lot.  smiles  came  across  all  of  our  faces.  The  sun 
was  shining,  the  ocean  was  glimmering  blue,  the  sand  was  so  enticing,  and  of  course,  girls,  girls,  girls,  girls  were  everywhere  in 
bikinis.  The  smell  of  the  suntan  oil  and  the  salt)-  air  overwhelmed  our  nostrils  and  the  cry  of  seagulls  rang  in  our  ears. 

After  spending  a  couple  of  hours  strutting  our  stuff  and  attempting  some  ridiculously  bad  conversations  with  some 
girls,  we  all  were  beginning  to  build  a  healthy  appetite.  We  piled  back  into  the  car  and  started  in  the  direction  of  home.  We  were 
about  fifteen  minutes  away  from  the  beach  when  my  friend  Dan  said  he  would  like  to  stop  at  the  supermarket  and  grab  a  few 
things.  I  had  no  idea  what  he  had  in  mind,  but  I  was  just  about  to  find  out.  I  said,  "Sure,"  and  pulled  into  the  parking  lot  and  up 
in  front  of  the  store.  All  of  a  sudden,  through  the  rear  view  mirror.  I  saw  Dan  come  sprinting  out  of  the  store  with  a  basket  of 
food,  apparently  unpaid  for.  Two  of  my  partners  in  crime  quickly  lowered  the  back  tailgate  and  Dan  leapt  in.  I  slammed  the  car 
into  drive,  hit  the  accelerator,  and  we  went  screeching  and  swerving  out  of  the  lot. 


During  the  long  car  ride  home  which  consisted  of  choking  down  Oreos  and  peanut  butter  and  jellies  without  a  drop  of 
liquid  to  wash  them  down,  we  discussed  swimming,  and  the  particular  girls  whom  we  were  sure  were  definitely,  without 
question,  totally  in  love  with  one  or  the  other  of  us,  and  we  finally  entered  the  town  where  we  all  lived.  I  dropped  off  my  pals  at 
their  distinguished  dwellings,  stopping  well  before  their  driveways,  and  headed  for  home.  Up  to  this  point,  everything  seemed 
to  be  going  as  planned.  I  apparently  had  pulled  off  the  impossible  day.  As  I  pulled  into  the  driveway,  my  heart  skipped  a  beat! 
There  at  the  bottom  of  the  driveway  was  my  older  sister's  car.  She  had  unexpectedly  come  home  early.  I  was  caught  and  there 
was  no  way  around  it. 

Eventually,  my  sister  told  my  parents  that  I  had  taken  the  car  out  for  a  joy  ride,  but  I  had  really  only  gone  around  town 
as  far  as  they  knew.  I  was  grounded  for  three  months  and  I  was  completely  prohibited  from  the  phone  or  the  television.  Some 
kids  might  say  that  it  wasn't  totally  worth  the  punishment,  but  to  me  that  sun-filled  day  of  living  on  the  edge  was  worth  every 
second. 
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Middle  Aged  Women 


The  first  time  I  heard  "Middle  Aged  Woman"  by  Saffire,  the  Uppity  Blues  Women,  we  were  driving  down  the  highway  at 
eleven  o'clock  at  night  in  a  stunning  white  Sebring  convertible  with  the  top  down.  The  air  was  heavy  with  humidity  and  salt 
from  the  ocean  spray  as  we  sped  along,  five  women  of  varying  middle  ages,  going  a  little  bit  faster  than  usual.  The  radio  was 
blaring;  the  car  was  alive  with  singing  and  laughter.  The  sky  was  a  perfect  jet-black  palate  for  the  radiant  full  moon  and  stars 
that  stood  out  boldly  as  if  each  one  was  there  to  outshine  the  other.  I  remember  thinking,  This  is  it!  This  is  what  I  had  missed. 

Each  one  of  us  had  been  in  long  term  marriages  ending  abruptly  either  through  divorce  or  death.  Knowing  that, 
accepting  each  other  for  where  we  were,  we  could  leave  that  all  behind.  We  had  finished  raising  children,  taking  care  of  the 
house  and  job,  holding  the  family  and  marriage  together.  Our  reward  for  all  that  was  to  be  alone.  No  fairy-tale  ending,  no  gold 
watch  for  a  job  well  done.  A  twist  of  fate,  shattered  dreams,  endings,  leaving  you  with  the  feeling  that  sometimes  "life"  is  a 
four-letter  word. 

But  the  road  kept  coming,  and  we  kept  driving,  growing  quiet  at  the  end  of  the  song-  each  one  of  us  with  a  different 
version  running  through  our  minds-five  women  reinventing  themselves  at  the  point  in  their  lives  where  their  own  mothers 
had  been  resting,  recooperating,  reaping  rewards  for  their  efforts. 

Five  women  reinvesting  themselves  in  life,  and  becoming  the  women  they  were  meant  to  be. 
'  Five  women,  driving  a  little  too  fast  down  a  New  Hampshire  highway  on  a  holiday  weekend:  stars,  full  moon,  sleek, 
white  convertible  top  down,  laughing,  singing,  free... 
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